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there’s stardust running through your veins 
by always_an_anxious_mess 


Summary 


When he was little, he’d dreamed of being an astronaut, of going to space, like every kid did. 
Space was fun, exploratory. 


Or it was supposed to be. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


of humble beginnings 


Water filled his nose, his mouth, his /ungs when Tommy tried to inhale, and he jerked, wrists 
straining against his bindings. His legs kicked out feebly, but the weight pressing down on his 
back held him still, head pressed down as someone’s nails dug into his scalp. 


Tommy coughed and spluttered as his head was yanked back up by his hair. The dull pain in 
his scalp was nothing compared to the burning in his lungs and the blood rushing out of his 
head as he was forcibly sat up straight again. 


Water trickled down from his face, from his hair, soaking into the fabric of his filthy, months- 
old shirt. His nostrils flared and he gasped for air, inhaling greedily and the best he could 
around the weird plastic gag thing they had shoved into his jaw and between his teeth and 
covering the lower half of his face once they figured out he wasn’t afraid to bite. 


Oh, what a glorious moment that had been. Sinking his teeth into feathers and feeling the skin 
break beneath his canines. Ripping and tearing out flesh like a wild animal, but the adrenaline 
high and the fury was enough to make him lunge for another, despite the foul tasting blood 
and the feathers that stuck to the inside of his mouth. 


In the end, he had been beaten, thrown in his cage, and gagged. He’d been forced to watch 
for what felt like days, weeks, as the rest of the people in cages were fed, but he was passed 
by. 


They started feeding him again. Eventually. A process that soon became him being taken to 
another, tiny room, being pressed to the floor and forced to beg for the scraps of trash they 
gave him. It was humiliating, but it was better than starving. 


The gag’s clasp was locked around the back of his head, while the gag itself was stuck in the 
hinge of his jaw, sitting on his molars and pulling the corners of his mouth out farther than 
what was comfortable. It was only ever removed for feeding, and he had to be locked down 
to the floor for that, because before he would just lunge for them the moment his mouth was 
freed. Now, they chained him to the floor. Like a dog. 


Unlocking the clasp of his muzzle was an unachievable goal. It was some kind of futuristic 
alien technology, not an actual, physical clasp that would have been much easier to bust open. 
With his hands tied the way they were constantly, he wasn’t able to reach behind him to try 
and break the clasp. Ramming his head into the side of his “cell”, what really could only be 
called a glorified dog kennel, proved to do nothing but give him a headache. The clasp 
presumably sitting at the nape of his neck made it difficult to bang into and try to disable the 
device. 


He coughed again, cringing at how raw his throat felt and trembling as a hand gently ran 
itself down the side of his neck in a mock-comforting manner. He forced his eyes open, 
ignoring the tear that slipped down his cheek and the glass vial that was placed there to 
collect it before it fell onto the floor. 


A flash of brilliant white fangs in an inhuman mouth. Claws trailing down his neck and then 
up again. Tommy let out an involuntary whimper, unable to help it as more tears slipped 
down his face and were caught by glass vials. 


He didn’t know why the aliens who captured him all those months ago collected his tears. 
Nor why they collected his blood, why they yanked out two of his teeth, why they cut him 
open and left him to bleed or why they burned him with their stupid fucking fire powers or 
why they would give him food or water or air that made him sick. 


Or why they would do this. 


There weren’t any other humans on the ship anymore. There used to be, Tommy knew. He 
remembered sitting in what could only be described as a cargo bay, each crate locked to 
boxes felt like they were hundreds of pounds. He remembered looking around and seeing 
twenty-three other people with their similarly terrified faces. 


He remembered sitting in that room locked in a fucking dog crate with those twenty-three 
other people, howling obscenities until he was muzzled, fighting until he was beaten and 
chained. Forced to listen to the others cry themselves to sleep and as they talked in low tones. 
A few spoke English like he did. Most didn’t. 


Tommy remembered their faces. Remembered watching each one disappear from their own 
kennel until he was the only one left. 


A low voice murmured in his ear, words distinctly not english and very much not human in 
general. Another light line was traced down his throat, from his chin to his collarbone, this 
time instead of a hand the perpetrator was the very tip of a claw, hard enough to hurt but not 
enough to make him bleed. 


His tongue prodded at the gag in his mouth and another whimper came from him as a result 
of the claw. The high pitched screeching noise that Tommy had come to assume with this 
particular alien laughing came as a result, making him flinch, knees trembling. The alien 
holding onto his hair was pretty much the only thing keeping him upright at this point. 


Tommy’s wrists strained against their bindings, where they were firmly lashed to his back to 
the point he could barely move them, The alien fuckers who had kidnapped him learned their 
lesson quickly when they figured out he could undo his bindings when he first “arrived”, and 
now the added restraints made it impossible. 


He coughed a third time, taking another sharp gasp of air as the fingers in his hair tightened. 
A quick glance to the side revealed the alien holding him’s grin, full of fanged teeth like a 
shark that could easily rip his throat out of they wanted to. The weird bony things that lined 
it’s hollow cheeks and jaw and nose glinted in the bright artificial light. It’s eyes had turned 
from a pale gray color to neon green, as they always did when Tommy was forced to go 
through this. 


Oh the things he would do to this fucker if he was ever given the opportunity, if he was ever 
given his hands again, his mouth again. He would tear it apart for everything it and its alien 
brethren had done to him. Spit in its face, watch as it tried to collect that. Then he’d rip it 
limb from fucking limb, show it exactly how much pain it had caused him and the others 
while they had been there. 


But Tommy couldn’t. He was stuck. One bony, clawed hand with a firm grip around his head 
and a heavy weight pressing at his back. The way they had bound his hands together left little 
arm or hand movement, and, as always, the muzzle was impossible to remove without his 
hands. 


Tommy closed his eyes just moments before the bony alien thrust his head downwards via 
their grip in his hair. His head was underwater again, the rim of the tub or sink or whatever it 
was digging into his chest with enough force that Tommy was slightly concerned that it was 
going to break his ribs. If they weren’t broken already. 


Tommy had done this before, a hundred times in fact, but it didn’t matter. Panic flared 
through him the moment he hit the water, and all the air he had regained in his brief break 
was lost as he screamed. Adrenaline slammed into his veins all over again, the painful high 
burning at his nerves and dissolving in his veins as he was pressed further and further into the 
tub, into the water. Bubbles spewed from his mouth and floated upwards, the one direction 
that Tommy wanted his head to go but couldn’t make it there. 


His legs kicked out, whole body thrashed, but the bony alien held him fast, it’s weight 
bearing down on his back and grip tightening on his hair as he was thrust further down. 
Tommy screamed again, muffled by the muzzle and the water as bubbles streamed out of his 
mouth, and continued to thrash. He didn’t want to die. He didn t want to die. He was just a 
kid. 


Tommy had done this a hundred times, and he knew what he should do in order to make this 
routine the slightest bit easier to bear. Hold his breath, don’t panic, don’t move. It’d make the 
little breath he managed to get in his breaks last longer. But every time his head hit the water, 
he’d freak out. You would think that he would be used to it at this point. 


There was no getting used to this. 


Precious seconds ticked by, his chest burning the longer he stayed under. He kicked out 
again, he tried to wrench his hair out of the aliens grip, he tried to do anything. 


But just as always, he was still pressed into the tub, his resistance futile against the unnatural 
strength of the alien. His chest burned, his lungs felt like they were going to burst. His fingers 
scrabbled at his restraints, legs trembling, but nothing was happening. Just as hundred of 
times before, he was forced to sit and endure. 


Tommy tried once more to throw the alien off, thrashing the best he could, only to be pressed 
further down. 


They— 


They normally brought him up by now. 


They normally brought him up before his vision started going out, before he could pass out. 
But here he was, struggles growing weaker as it grew harder to move, vision darkening no 
matter how hard he tried to blink to clear it. 


This must be it, huh? They were finally killing him. Just like they killed the rest. He stopped 
being entertaining, so they were getting rid of him. Just like that. 


Tommy wanted to scream, shout, cry, yell at the world— the universe about how unfair this 
was. He was just a kid, had been going through school, preparing for college, and now he 
was going to die because he got abducted by aliens. It sounded like an awful start of the plot 
to a science fiction movie, yet it was real. Instead of being the person eating disgusting 
popcorn in a dark room, he was the actor, except there was no script, no stunts, no cuts. 


He wanted to cry, and scream, and beg for them to stop, please, please just stop. Let him go. 
He’ll be good. 


The truth was, he didn’t do any of those things. He knew this was going to happen eventually. 
He’d known this was probably going to be his fate ever since that first guy disappeared from 
his crate one day, and it’d only been cemented by each person who vanished after that. Once 
comedians stopped being funny, they were fired. Once dogs refused to do tricks, they were 
either beaten or retired. 


It was getting harder and harder to think now, harder to move and thrash as his lungs 
screamed at him for anything, any type of air. Thoughts slipped from his brain like sand from 
his fingers, falling into little piles in his lap, just out of reach. 


Tommy wished that he could be a fish alien, because there has to be a kind of fishy alien 
right? He hasn’t seen one before, there wasn’t one on the ship, but he imagined there was a 
fish alien somewhere in the universe. He wished he was one of them, so he could breathe. 


Or maybe he could be the alien with stupid fire powers, burn the bony alien and run away. Or 
the dark alien that liked to cut him open and leave him to bleed; it could teleport, that’d be 
useful for getting away. 


But he wasn’t any of those. He was just Tommy, a human, and that was the whole reason 
he’d been abducted anyways, as had the others. Sometimes he felt more like a dog than a 
human, forced to do “tricks” in order to get food. Being beaten and burned and bled and 
drowned and poisoned for their entertainment. 


He tried once more to suck in a breath, only to be met with water in his mouth and nose. 
When trying to spit it out, only more water came, filling his throat and lungs. He wanted to 
scream, to cry, but darkness was coming and pulling him away as his body twitched, face still 
shoved into the water by a bony, clawed hand. 


Guess they got tired of beating their dog for not doing tricks. 


this is my safe space (that’s a fucking dog kennel) 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Tommy woke up. 


He hadn’t expected that. 


He woke up to a shrieking alarm and flashing red lights, forcefully dragging him from the 
peaceful darkness that he’d thought would be it, that all of this would finally be over. 


Unfortunately, though, he woke up. 


Instead of opening his eyes, he just let himself lay there, silently begging for the darkness to 
take him back instead of leaving him here. Every ear-piercing shriek of the alarm only denied 
him that wish, like it was laughing at him for wanting to just die so he didn’t have to deal 
with the aliens anymore. At least dying would be better than this. 


Every inch of him hurt, from the muzzle digging into his teeth to the phantom ache of a toe 
that wasn’t there anymore. From the throbbing inside of his skull to the stinging cuts on his 
back still healing from the tall alien’s claws. Months, maybe even years worth of injuries that 
covered every inch of his body in a morbid kind of battle map. Except instead of them being 
inflicted in a fight, where he would’ve had a chance, they were made when he was helpless to 
stop them. 


There was a rattling noise nearby, like the aliens were rattling his cage door. Trying to wake 
him up, probably. There were also hushed, angry-sounding muttering of the bird alien 
speaking, the one that made musical and high-pitched noises. The bony alien was also 
talking, in it’s scratchy-like voice, and there was a third alien too, one that Tommy didn’t 
recognize. Their words were low and rumbling, noises that Tommy hadn’t heard any of the 
aliens he’d come across make. The shrieking of the alarm made it hard to hear them, not that 
he could understand their gibberish anyway. 


Not only was he still alive, with alarms going off, but the aliens were mad at him now too. 
Maybe they were here to finally just kill him, that would be nice. As much as Tommy didn’t 
want to die, with how badly his head was hurting at the moment, and considering the 
situation he’d been put in for the last few months, he was starting to find it more appealing. 


His cage rattled again, and he finally peeled open his eyes, squinting. His cheek was pressed 
against the bottom of the cage, hands still lashed tightly to his back to the point he couldn’t 
move them if he tried. The muzzle thing was tighter than usual, pressed into the very back of 
the hinge of his jaw and digging into his cheeks painfully. Not a pain he was unused to, 
unfortunately. 


Tommy groaned, and the aliens fell silent as a result. The alarm didn’t cease, though, loud 
and unforgiving as it continued to blare. The lights were flashing red intermittently, making it 
hard to see in the already dark room of the cargo-hold looking area. The lights were dim, yet 
at the same time all too bright to be comfortable. 


He painstakingly tried to pull his head off the ground, squinting and managing to lean himself 
upwards a bit. His legs shuffled feebly, but ultimately didn’t help at all. 


His head was all fuzzy, he couldn’t think straight. The room was spinning, to the point 
Tommy could feel himself swaying in time with it. Last he checked, spaceships normally 
don’t spin, so that’s probably just because of how lightheaded he is. 


Tommy squinted towards the door of his cage, finding the bony alien, the bird alien, and a 
new guy staring at him. The new guy was oddly pig-shaped, floppy ears sitting on top of its 
head and beady eyes, its mouth and nose elongating out into a snout with large white tusks 
peeking out. Short bone-like structures poked out of the top of its head like horns, ending in 
sharp points that curled in a circular formation like a crown. It was big. Almost as tall as the 
dark fucker that liked to cut him open, but much broader than that lanky alien. It looked like 
it could crush Tommy’s skull with one massive, hoof-shaped hand. 


Great. More ways he could die by the hands of aliens out in space, probably millions of light 
years from earth. 


The bird alien and bony alien looked slightly different too, both were bigger, taller. The bird 
had darker wings than before, or at least it seemed so in the red lighting. 


Maybe they had drugged him or something. 


The bony alien made a weird coughing sound, then stepped closer to the cage door, making 
Tommy shuffle backwards in the confined space. Then— 


“Hello.” 


Tommy jerked back as if he’d been burned, eyes snapping open wide and jaw reflexively 
clenching down on the gag, only sending spikes of pain through his teeth and gums for his 


efforts. Drowsiness sure as hell didn’t plague him now, not after he heard that. There wasn’t 
enough room in the cage to turn around or flip over or even sit up straight, but he was pretty 
sure his shock was evident in just the way his eyes blew open wider. 


“Hello,” the bony alien said again. In English. Tommy hadn’t heard English in months. They 
had to have drugged him, there’s no way. He was hallucinating, or misheard, he had to be, 
because there was no way. There was no way. “You?” 


The alien’s words were accented thickly, the voice shrill but also somewhat scratchy. It was 
unmistakably English. Holy fuck. 


“Hello, you?” The bony alien said again, stepping closer to the cage and sticking its claws in 
through the wire mesh. Tommy leaned as far away as he could from them as the bird 
squawked, hitting the bony one in the side and making a lot of high pitched noises, ones that 
the bony alien seemed to understand. 


It was like the bony one was asking him a question, but clearly he didn’t have the vocabulary 
to express it. It’s not like Tommy could answer anyway, he had a fucking gag in his mouth. 


The bony one smacked away the bird alien almost playfully, also once again speaking in the 
way that all the aliens seemed to understand but that Tommy definitely didn’t, before turning 


its attention back to him. 


“Hello!” It said for the billionth time. “I—” it rapped on the door of the kennel and mimed 
swinging it open. “You—” it gestured to itself and the other two aliens. “Yes?” 


This... wasn’t the same bony alien. 


Perhaps it was something he should have realized before just now, but he knew that this 
wasn’t the same one. 


It was similar, sure, probably the same species if he had to guess. The flashing of the red 
lights made it hard to see, but its hair was darker and curlier than the very very pale and 
straight of the bony alien he’d seen for the past several months. And the weird spiny/bony 
things along its jawline, nose, and cheekbones were a different shape. It also seemed much 
taller and thinner than the other bony alien. 


The bird alien was different too. Its plumage was darker than the bright colors of the other 
one’s, and it also seemed a bit taller, wings a bit bigger. 


These were different aliens than the ones who’d kidnapped him. 


Had he been sold? 


He’d been fucking sold, hadn’t he? 


The bony alien started fiddling with the catch of the kennel, and Tommy tried to shuffle 
backwards again, grunting at it through his muzzle. It stopped, staring at him with dark eyes 
that flickered neon green for a moment, before it continued its messing with the lock. 


He didn’t like that. 


Tommy really fucking didn’t like that. 


The other bony alien’s eyes only turned green when it was shoving his head in a tank full of 
water, normally being a pale gray color. Was this guy going to do something similar, now that 
he’d been sold to him? 


The alarm was going off still. 


The bony one finally caught the lock and swung open the door to the kennel, and Tommy 
debated throwing himself right out and making a break for it. He definitely wouldn’t make it 
far, that he knew for sure considering the pig alien was still standing there looking like it 
could snap his neck without even trying. 


So instead, he forced himself backwards again until he was at the back of the cage, wire mesh 
digging into his skin. It was pathetic, really, considering how little distance that actually put 
between him and them, but he would take what he could get. 


“You,” the bony alien said, but didn’t add anything else other than some of its own language. 
Which, again, Tommy knew nothing of. 


And then its fucking hand was REACHING INSIDE THE KENNEL— 


Tommy launched himself backward, even though there was nowhere to go and all he 
succeeded in doing was slamming his kennel into the crate behind his with a loud crash. It 
was enough to make the bony alien snatch its hand back, though. Even despite this, he curled 
his lips back as a warning that they couldn’t see and made a low noise in his throat, gurgling 
slightly in a way that sounded somewhat like a dog or a cat growling. 


Now that made the fucker back up, even if Tommy couldn’t really do anything to him. He 
couldn’t bite or scream or yell, because of the muzzle, and he couldn’t lash out and hit him 
because of how small the cage was and how his hands were bound. 


The massive pig fucker came forward and shoved the bony alien out of the way, taking its 
place at the door of the kennel, and blocking the only way out. The one that could probably 
break his bones with a simple squeeze, in the way of his only means of escape. Not to 
mention that both the bony alien and the bird alien would have claws that would slice him to 
ribbons. And, again, Tommy couldn’t fight them if he wanted to. He might have made it past 
Bony Fuck if he had caught it off guard, but no way was he getting past this guy. 


Pig Bastard reached its massive hand in, and Tommy made the growling noise again, trying 
to press himself impossibly further away from it even as it withdrew slightly. His heart was 
jackrabbiting in his chest, slamming into his rib cage over and over and over again to the 
point that it felt like it was going to break through and take off by itself. 


He’s hyperventilating around the muzzle, too. He couldn’t breathe. They hadn’t poisoned his 
air again, had they? Oh fuck, please no. He hated when they did that. 


Pig Bastard was reaching for him again, and Tommy flinched, the growling noise stuttering 
in his throat and taking him a couple tries to bring it up again. Pig Bastard grunted, and its 
other hand slammed into the side of the cage where Tommy’s head was, making him jump 
and shriek around the gag as he tried to flip himself around, get his head away from the walls 
of the crate, but he couldn’t, there wasn’t enough room. 


What sounded like arguing ensued from outside the crate, and when Tommy glanced towards 
them, Pig Bastard had removed its hand from the kennel, but still stood in front of it, 
blocking the door, blocking his escape. Bird was shouting, it sounded like, or maybe that’s 
how it was supposed to sound, he didn’t know. 


Pig Bastard said something back, resulting in more noise from Bird, and then Pig Bastard 
made a grunting sound, similarly human enough to throw Tommy off. His surprise would 
prove to be his downfall, as before he could growl again, a giant hooved hand had grabbed 
onto his shirt, yanking him forward. 


Tommy shrieked, immediately thrashing about as he was pulled towards the door of the crate. 
He kicked at Pig Bastard as hard as he could, landing only a few hits on its arms and chest. 
Yet it did nothing but slightly slow Pig Bastard down, as he was forcibly yanked forward and 
out of the kennel, out into unrestricted air for the first time in who knows how long. 


Chapter End Notes 


i was originally going to post only once a week for this fic, because i was scared i 
wouldn’t get the chapters out in time to do twice a week. and then i remembered im 
currently writing the twelfth chapter of this fic. 


yeah i think updating twice a week will be fine. at least for now. 


stop trying to mother a dangerous alien, please 


“Techno!” 


Techno paid no mind to Phil’s indignant squawk as he yanked the terran out from its cage, 
ears twitching as it screeched in alarm. Were all terrans this loud? If they were, he silently 
hoped that he didn’t have to meet a single other one for the rest of his life. 


It screamed and thrashed, despite hands being tied behind its back and its jaw clamped shut 
by a muzzle. One of its legs lashed out and managed to land a solid kick to Techno’s chest, 
but he didn’t react, only barely grunting as he wrestled it to the ground. 


“Stars, that thing has a pair of lungs on it,” Wilbur muttered, the spines on the sides of his 
face flattening in distaste but making no move to help or stop Techno. 


“Fucking Nethira,” Phil hissed, stepping back as the terran managed to kick out in his 
direction. 


Techno didn’t acknowledge either of them as he finally got it to the floor, one hand pressing 
its face to the ground as he practically had to sit on the Terran to pin its legs and torso. 


“You didn’t have to do that,” Phil said, sounding annoyed and the faint sound of feathers 
ruffling could be heard over the blaring of the alarms of the ship. “We could have coaxed it 
out. Wilbur even knows Terran, I’m sure it would’ve come out eventually.” 


“T highly doubt picking up a couple of things from the ships of dead terrans counts as 
knowing their language,” Techno replied plainly. 


“Hey!” Wilbur sounded offended. 


Techno ignored him, grimacing slightly as the pinned Terran beneath him screamed again, 
unsuccessfully trying to buck him off. “Plus, Tubbo and Ranboo are still waiting on the ship. 
Trying to coax it would’ve taken too long.” 


“And this is any better?” Phil demanded, gesturing one clawed hand and one wing towards 
the wriggling terran. “It’s been in the hands of poachers for who knows how long. It’s been 
restrained and muzzled for stars sake—” 


“Probably for good reason. They were the first ones to capture a live terran,” Techno cut him 
off. “Ever. They knew more about his behavior than we do. It could be dangerous.” 


“You're treating it like an animal,” Phil argued. “They have a language, they have a culture. 
They’re smart enough to build ships to get them to space. They aren’t dumb, they aren’t 
animals.” 


“When it stops acting like an animal, I’ Il stop treating it like one,” Techno shot back. 


“T’ll go see if they have any logs about it, if they’ve had it for a while then they’ve had to 
have recorded something,” Wilbur announced, interrupting their conversation with an 
annoyed flick of his tail. “I mean, if I came across the first living terran in space, I’d be 
writing down everything. They’ve got to have something about it written down somewhere.” 


“Wait, you’re the only one who can talk to this thing even a little bit,” Techno protested. 
“You should be staying here. Calm it down or something.” 


“As you so eloquently said, picking up a few things from the logs of their dead ships doesn’t 
count as knowing a language,” Wilbur snarked, baring his teeth slightly in annoyance. “And I 
already tried calming it down, lot of good that did. I’1l meet you guys back on the ship.” 


And with that, the phant promptly left the room, and it was only then that Techno realized 
that the terran beneath him had stopped moving. 


Its chest heaved beneath him, breaths wheezing between its teeth and escaping the muzzle in 
an off, whistling sound. The terran had fallen completely still except for its labored breathing, 
and it was no longer screeching like a pissed off phantling. 


When he experimentally tapped one of his fingers on the side of its head, it growled. The 
noise was a tired, quiet, stuttering thing, but that was all it did. No thrashing, no screaming, 
just a weak growl that was an attempt to be threatening but clearly displayed exhaustion 
instead of anger. 


“Must’ve tired itself out,” Techno commented, but didn’t release his grip on it. “Unless it’s 
playing it up in attempt for me to let it go.” 


“Well, good,” Phil said, feathers ruffling. “Think we can get it back to the ship now?” 


“To put in a containment room,” Techno said firmly, sending a knowing look towards the 
elytrian. “Not give it a regular room and let it roam freely around the ship. Right?” 


“We’re not putting it in a cell!” 


“I’m sure it’d be grateful to have anything better than that Nackye crate.” Techno glanced at 
the cage that the terran had been imprisoned inside when they arrived. For how big the terran 
was, the size of the crate wasn’t nearly enough to be comfortable. Nethira, it couldn’t turn 
itself around, let alone flip itself over to defend itself. ‘“We’ll put nesting in the containment 
room, we’ll feed it, I’m sure Wilbur will be running all sorts of tests to see what makes 
terrans tick. And we’ll dump it on Asempii and let them deal with it once he gets bored. We 
definitely are not letting it roam around the ship when we know nothing about it.” 


“It’s been locked up for who knows how long, and you want to lock it up again.” 


“We are not letting something of a species no one knows anything about roam around our 
ship to potentially kill us in our sleep!” Techno protested. “This isn’t an elytrian chick that 
you can scruff when you feel like it, you know. I’m sure if it wanted to it could rip your 
throat out.” 


“So can most elytrian chicks,” Phil sniffed. 


“T’m serious,” Techno said, exasperated. “If later on when we know more about terrans and it 
doesn’t seem to be looking to murder us, then we’ll move it into a regular room. Stop trying 
to parent the possibly feral terran, please.” 


“T am not—” 


“What is that?” 


Techno sighed, readjusting his grip on the squirming, growling terran slung over his shoulder 
like a sack of potatoes. Its efforts had only intensified at the sound of Tubbo’s buzzing, 
accented Galactic as the apicapra cornered him right before the containment room. 


“This,” Techno said, slapping his free hand on the control panel next to the door that Tubbo 
was cutrently standing in front of so that it would open, a silent asking of “move”. “Happens 
to be the first live terran in space as far as we know.” 


“That’s a terran?” Tubbo shrieked, wings flaring behind him and pointedly not moving out of 
the way like Techno had wordlessly asked him to. “And it’s alive. You’re sure.” 


“Yeah I’m pretty sure,” Techno said sarcastically, waving a hand at the still wriggling terran 
on his shoulder. It kicked, hitting him in the side and nearly whacking Tubbo as well, but the 
apicapra ducked just in time. “Can you move so I can put it down?” 


Tubbo scrambled out of the way, wings flicking both excitedly and nervously, and Techno 
was finally able to step into the containment room. 


The terran, most likely recognizing that its surroundings had changed and could probably see 
Tubbo now as well, snarled around the muzzle in its mouth and it’s squirming intensified. Its 
feet kicked out again, but only managed to hit the wall as Techno just readjusted his grip on 
it. 


“Alright, ’'m going to put it down now. If it rushes to the door, either close it or sting the 
thing,” Techno instructed the apicapra. 


“T’m not gonna sting it, that might kill it or something!” 


“Then just close the door,” Techno said, exasperated. 


“And lock you in there with it?” 


“Just do it!” 


Tubbo huffed, but didn’t argue further. 


Techno took a deep breath, gripped the terran firmly, and swung it off his shoulder before it 
could try anything. A sharp yelp came from it, and its legs started to flail, but Techno held 
fast, wrestling the terran to the ground for the second time in the past ten minutes. 


It screeched, kicking its legs and managing to land a hit on Techno, but he didn’t let that stop 
him, flipping it over until it was on its front. The terran shrieked louder, thrashing until 
Techno had to pin it by once again sitting on its legs and using one arm to keeps its torso 
down. 


“Stars, I hate terrans,” he grumbled, inspecting the thing that held the terrans arms useless. It 
seemed to be an immobilizing restraint, wrapped around its neck and running down its back 
before wrapping once more around its torso, with extra straps tying the hands to the strap 
over its back. 


It was a digital lock, meaning it could only be unlocked by biometrics. Or a knife. 


Techno preferred using a knife than trying to haul one of the dead poachers all the way onto 
the ship in order to unlock the damn thing. 


“Tubbo, toss me your knife,” he ordered the apicapra, who should be still standing in the 
doorway. 


“What?” 


“I’m just cutting its restraints and muzzle!” Techno said defensively. “I’m not going to hurt it. 
Just toss me your knife; I left mine in one of the poachers.” He glanced behind him just in 
time for the knife to be slid across the floor towards him. 


Techno grabbed the blade and, unfortunately, the terran seemed to have spotted it, shrieking 
louder as soon as he picked it up. It’s efforts to get away intensified, though were pointless. 


“Calm down already!” Techno said, exasperated, as he had to lean more of his weight down 
on the terran in order to keep it still. He leveraged the blade carefully between the main strap 
of the immobilizer and began to saw away, making sure that the edge of the blade was 
nowhere near the terran’s back. 


The terran, thankfully, wasn’t an idiot and immediately stilled as he did this, making it much 
easier to keep the blade away from it as he sawed through the hard fibers of the restraint. 
Finally, after several seconds, the strap severed, freeing the terran’s hands from its back but 
keeping them tied together. 


It made a half whimper, half questioning noise. 


“See, I’m helping you out, calm down,” Techno said, proceeding to cut the restraint from 
where it was tied around the terran’s neck and waist, leaving just the hands. “Now stay still, 
this is the tricky part.” 


He sat back a little, freeing the terran’s torso from where he had pinned it and took its bound 
hands in one of his. It wasn’t until then that he really understood how small the terran was 
compared to him, both of its hands fitting easily in one of his. It was bigger than Tubbo or 
Phil, but it would probably look tiny compared to Ranboo. 


Regardless, Techno carefully inched the blade of the knife between the terran’s wrist and the 
bindings. There wasn’t much wiggle room between the restraint and the terran’s skin, but it 
would have to do. 


When he tried to saw back and forth, the terran immediately growled, from pain or from fear, 
Techno couldn’t tell. 


“Sorry about this,” he muttered to it, but only briefly paused before he started up on trying to 
cut the restraint again. The terran growled louder, and something dark red slipped down its 
skin from where the blade was. 


Blood? 


So terrans bleed red then, interesting. It wasn’t all that strange, lots of creatures had red blood 
too, like himself and Phil, while Wilbur’s was bright green, Tubbo had a clear amber-ish 
color, and Ranboo’s was purple. Wilbur would have a field day when Techno tells him. 


“T’ve almost got it. Hang on,” he told the terran, wiggling the knife around and resulting in a 
pained grunt from it, but he kept going until finally— 


Snap. 


The terran violently ripped its hands away from each other now that they’d been freed, 
making a small wheezing sound in the back of its throat. Its fingers wiggled, wrists rotating 
around like it was trying to get used to being able to move them so freely again. 


“See? There you go,” Techno said, exasperated. It squirmed slightly and growled, hands 
shoving at him, trying to push him off, probably. All it succeeded in doing, really, was smear 
streaks of red on his clothes. “Stars, calm down. Do you want the muzzle off or not?” 


“T have a sneaking suspicion it doesn’t speak Galactic,” Tubbo chimed in from the door. 


Techno ignored him. 


He shifted his weight slightly, scooting forward and using the hand not holding the knife to 
push the terran’s head to the floor and hold it still. It struggled again, a hand flying up and 
latching onto Techno’s, growling in it’s tired, stuttering way as it squirmed. 


Techno held fast, even as the terran tried to pry his fingers up. Its legs scrabbled beneath them 
both, and its other hand was braced against the floor like it was trying to push itself up. He 
was much too heavy for it to do that, though. 


It exhaled loudly, oddly similar to a frustrated sigh. Then the terran inhaled, and started up 
the horrible screeching noise it had been making earlier once again. 


“None of that,” Techno said, flicking the carbon of the muzzle that surrounded the terran’s 
mouth and jaw. It immediately flinched, the grating, high-pitched screaming cutting off 
abruptly as the tip of his hooved finger clacked loudly against the hard material. A noise akin 
to a whimper started up instead, but Techno flicked the muzzle a second time, resulting in 
another flinch and silence from the terran. ““Good. Now stay still.” 


“T still don’t think it speaks Galactic,” Tubbo said skeptically. “And stop being so mean to it.” 


“When it stops acting like an animal, I’ Il stop treating it like one,” Techno said, quoting 
himself from not ten minutes earlier. He spun the blade around in his hand so it was facing 


the other way and carefully leveraged it underneath the strap of the muzzle, having to move 
much slower than he would’ve liked considering it was so tight that the straps were 
practically plastered to its skin and hair. 


There was definitely no way he was going to be able to cut this off without accidentally 
cutting into the terran as well, considering it was considerably tighter than what had been 
around the terran’s wrists. Techno tugged on the clasp experimentally to see if it would afford 
him any extra wiggle room for the blade, but only succeeded in jerking the terran’s head back 
as well, it making a choked, gagging noise to accompany the motion. 


“T don’t think we’ll be able to get this off without hurting it.” Techno grimaced, carefully 
wiggling the knife back out from underneath the strap. “It’s so tight it’s practically sunk into 
its skin, if I try to cut this off I’Il only injure it with the knife.” 


“Well it can’t just stay on,” Tubbo said incredulously. “Its mouth is under there, how will it 
eat?” 


“T’ll probably have to cut off the finger of one of the poachers and bring it back to try and get 
the biometric lock unlocked.” Techno carefully sat back, making sure enough of his weight 
was still on the terran to keep it pinned but now he wasn’t practically crushing it. “Or all of 
them. I don’t know which one of the poachers the lock belong to and which finger will scan 
correctly. This’ll be fun.” 


“So... original plan from before?” 


“Where I book it to the door and try to get there before it rushes me or the exit? Yeah.” 


freedom, or at least a taste of it 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Pig Bastard had finally stopped fucking sitting on him and rushed to the weird gap in the wall 
pretty soon after it stopped waving that fucking knife around. The hole in the wall slid shut as 
soon as it left, a transparent, hard, dark green material that was definitely stronger than glass 
had replaced the hole, and he could see Pig Bastard and Bee staring at him through it. 


They’d freed his hands, but left his muzzle as it was. That had never happened before, nor 
had he’d ever been just left in a room like this without anyone around. This was new. This 
was all new. New room, new ship, new owners, new rules, new new new. 


Tommy didn’t like it, he didn’t like not knowing what was coming next. Were these guys 
going to try and drown him like the others? Or burn him, or collect his blood or his tears or 
pry off his fingernails—the missing fingernails that the tall dark fucker had peeled off around 
what he assumed was a couple weeks back were growing back nicely, at least, so he could 
use his nails to his advantage if he needed. 


They left his hands unbound. That’s never happened before. 


But he’s still muzzled, still gagged. If he tried to close his mouth, he would be stopped by the 
same smooth plastic-esque material that was shoved in between in teeth and forced his mouth 
to stay open. The straps and plastic were still cutting into his face and back of his head. 


But he had his hands. 


He had his hands. 


Tommy gingerly lifted his shaking fingers up to the smooth plastic part of the muzzle, 
examining it the best he could without a mirror—touch. It felt almost like a metal version of 
the masks that they used a few years ago on earth. He’d been pretty young, too young to 
remember, but supposedly it was a big pandemic or something, and everyone had to wear 
them except baby babies, and he had fit in that category at the time. 


The plastic bit ended just after his jawline, and two straps, going above and below his ears, 
extended back behind his head until they met in some weird, flat, metal, rectangular piece. 


Probably the alien lock bullshit. 


Tommy bent over slightly, drawing his knees to his chest so he could have better access to the 
lock, running his finger over the edges for seams. How the hell did the straps adjust on this 
thing? There had to be a way, because the aliens from before would adjust it all the time, 
tighter for when he misbehaved and looser for when he did something they liked. 


One of his intact fingernails snagged on something, and Tommy immediately paused, 
internally wishing he had a fucking mirror or something so he could actually see what he was 
doing. 


Gingerly, he ran his fingernail along the supposed seam of metal until it ended, and then 
rushed to find it again. It took him a couple tries, but he managed to snag it once again. 


Could he pry the metal bits of the lock open with his nail? Doubtful, he’s more likely to break 
the overgrown, weak nail, but it could work. 


Tommy wiggled the nail of his thumb back and forth along the seam until it felt like it had 
slipped between the pieces, and then tried to lift up one of the pieces from the other. 


A sharp pain from the tip of his thumb and a sound similar to an egg cracking followed. 
Tommy yanked his hand away without thinking, internally grimacing at the sight of his 
bleeding, broken nail that had come as a result. 


But it had worked, the strap had loosened, if only slightly. Tommy reached up and used his 
other hand to find the rectangular piece and yank it again. He stiffened, bracing for the plastic 
bit at the hinge of his jaw to dig into his gums and tongue to choke him like it had when Pig 
Bastard had yanked at the straps earlier. 


But it didn’t. 


A weird whooshing sound came from the muzzle, like the sound of a seatbelt being pulled on 
too harsh when you’ re trying to buckle up in a car. The lock thing went far behind his head, 
as far as Tommy could reach, as the straps loosened considerably. The only thing holding the 
muzzle on his face was the fact he still had the actual gag bit clenched between his teeth. 


He unclenched his jaw and yanked the fucking muzzle off of himself, tossing it across the 
room. A gasp whistled through his teeth as he inhaled greedily, his airways finally completely 


unblocked for the first time in what felt like years, even if they would briefly take it off at 
least once a day to feed him back with the other aliens. 


Tommy’s jaw opened and closed a few times, unused to the feeling of just being able to move 
his mouth without hindrance. Every time he closed his teeth, though, tiny spikes of pain went 
through then, though that wasn’t a foreign feeling. His mouth was near constantly in pain 
from wearing the muzzle all the time. 


His hands were free. His mouth was free. He was free. 


Well, he had been bought by new owners and was in a new place where anything could 
happen because he didn’t know what they wanted, but at least he could breathe properly now, 
at least he could get up and move around instead of wiggling around like a worm in a fucking 
tiny dog kennel. 


Tommy reached up and shakily rubbed a hand along his cheek, feeling smooth skin instead of 
hard metal, and felt like sobbing in relief. 


He couldn’t, though. He couldn’t afford to show weakness in front of the new owners. 


Tommy took a deep breath of stale but unrestricted air, forced himself to focus, and scanned 
the room he had been dumped in by Pig Bastard. 


It was... large. Much larger than the tiny, storage-closet like room that he’d been... 
experimented on in, but smaller than the huge cargo hold room where his crate was most of 
the time. If he had to guess, it was probably about the same size as his bedroom back home, 
but Tommy hadn’t seen that room in months, he could be wrong. Tommy hadn’t had this 
much area to roam in longer than he could remember. 


There was a raised slab in the corner of the room with what looked like blankets and 
bedsheets piled on top of it, but the fabric isn’t made of anything he recognized, so he left it 
be. Other than that, the room was empty, other than the transparent door-like thing on the far 
wall. There wasn’t a window or anything, not that Tommy had seen anything other than the 
walls of the spaceships he’d been on since his abduction. 


The walls were a soft gray color, blocky white shapes seemingly patterned into it, the only 
break in the smooth, alien-like smooth surface being the corners and the transparent green 
door thing. 


Pig Bastard wasn’t there anymore, but Bee was, still staring at him with an unreadable 
expression. Expressions were kind of hard to read when, one, the thing had huge black eyes 
that were angled kind of like a bee, and two, had hard plating around its face that honestly 


was probably an exoskeleton or something. The antennae and wings and fuzz around his 
neck, legs, and hands (the only parts not covered by what oddly looked like a earth-like 
hoodie and shorts excluding its face), was what helped him identify it as bee-like. 


The oddest bit would probably be the fuzz on top of its head, fluffy and draped in a way that 
could look like human hair if you squinted. Dark brownish in color, it was much darker than 
the golden-brown of the fuzz that was on the rest of its body. 


Its hands, too, were almost human. Much skinnier, much smaller, and more fragile looking 
than a humans, but it still had opposable thumbs. Or at the very least, something similar to 
opposable thumbs. 


Tommy stared at it back, watching carefully. The dark fucker on the last ship didn’t like to be 
looked at all, always cutting him a bit deeper than usual when he stared too long. The bony 
one on the last ship, though, always seemed to encourage him looking at it, keeping his head 
above water for longer when he stared at it. 


He’d never seen an alien like Bee before, so he didn’t know what it wanted, or what it was 
like, or what it was planning. He didn’t know anything. 


He hated not knowing anything. 


“The fuck do you want?” Tommy demanded, wincing at the sound of his own voice. It was 
barely audible even to his own ears, raspy from how much he’d been growling/gurgling at 
Pig Bastard and his friends earlier and weak from the disuse of forming actual words. The 
last time he spoke would’ve had to have been months ago, back when he first arrived before 
they started gagging him to shut him up. 


He didn’t expect a response, and he didn’t get one either. Bee kept staring at him, its four 
wings buzzing behind him in an oddly familiar tone that Tommy refused to admit slightly 
relaxed him. Flying insects were the bane of his existence on earth; he’d had an irrational fear 
of them for years. But now, hearing something that was familiar and so earth-like made him 
drop his guard, even if he was staring at the fucker that was making the noise and he knew it 
wasn’t coming from a bug near his ear or something. 


Tommy forced himself to tense his muscles and duck away from the green, transparent door, 
scuttling away to the far side of the room and into a corner where he was, hopefully, out of 
sight of Bee and any other aliens that were potentially on the ship. 


He’d had enough alien bullshit for one day. He’d had enough alien bullshit for one lifetime. 


He was tired. 


The slab that had sheets and stuff on it was in direct line of sight to the door, meaning that 
any of the alien fuckers could stare at him while he’s sleeping and he wouldn’t know. 


Quickly, before he could be stopped, he darted back across the room and onto the weird slab 
thing he was probably meant to sleep on. Tommy didn’t risk a glance towards the door, just 
sought to work ripping the sheet like materials from the slab and running it back into his 
corner, out of sight. 


The fabrics were a weird texture against his hands, nothing earthly about them as he carefully 
arranged them into a pathetic little pile that, on earth, would be considered an awful bed. 
After sleeping in a dog crate that was too small for him for the past few months/years, 
though, it looked like heaven. 


It was very possible that all of this could be taken away at any moment, that when he wakes 
up tomorrow, it’d be right back to the experiments. Or all of this could even be a fever dream, 
a hallucination he created in his mind after he nearly drowned. 


Tommy curled up in the pile of bedding, shuddering at the foreign texture slipping against his 
skin. He squeezed his eyes tight and pulled one of the blankets around him tightly, breath 
shuddering in his chest. If he ignored the weird texture, and the stale air, and the pain in his 
throat, mouth, and jaw, he could almost pretend that he was back at home, sleeping on the 
floor because Fran decided to sleep on his bed. 


His stomach felt hollow, the pain of hunger not unfamiliar to him but awful to experience all 
the same. His last meal was what... two days ago? Maybe three? They normally fed him 
every other day, so clearly the ones who had him before had forgotten. His new owners 
would feed him when they felt like it, most likely. 


His imagination had never been the best, but the thought of home was what lured him into the 
best sleep he’d had in ages. Hunger and pain felt like a distant memory as he was pulled 
down into a fitful, nightmare-filled, but comfortable doze. 


Chapter End Notes 


this was kind of a filler chapter ngl 


also not me chilling in bed on tiktok at 10pm before remembering that i post chapters on 
wednesdays now too lol 


revelations and uncomfortable conversations 


“Tt took the muzzle off on its own,” Tubbo announced, flicking his wings behind him as he 
entered the common room, halting Techno as the piglin prepared to leave said room. 


Ranboo glanced up from his data pad, ears twitching in surprise from where he was sitting on 
the nearby couch. His mouth opened to form words, a question, most likely, if the confused 
look on his face was anything to go off of. Phil beat him to it, though. 


“Tt what?” the elytrian asked, bewildered. His pacing had abruptly stopped, thought the 
twitching of his feathers gave away his concern. 


“Tt took the muzzle off on its own,” Tubbo repeated. “Pretty much as soon as Techno cut its 
hands free and left. It got into the loosening mechanism somehow and just loosened the 
straps until it could pull it off. Then it grabbed the nesting stuff from the bed and pulled it 
into the corner where it’s not as visible to the door. I think it’s asleep now.” 


Techno stood still, halfway out the door to go back to the poacher ship that they were still, 
unfortunately, docked to. “Well,” the piglin said. “At least I don’t have to go cutting off 
poacher fingers to unlock it then.” 


“Don’t forget to grab your knife, mate,” Phil commented, taking a deep breath and frowning 
towards the hallway that lead to their cell deck, where Tubbo had just come from. “I want to 
move on. Tell Wilbur to get back aboard.” 


“Hold on,” Ranboo cut in, before Techno could turn and leave. “What “it” are we talking 
about?” 


“The poachers had a live terran on their ship,” Techno answered, shrugging his shoulders. 
“And now we have the live terran.” 


“That— this seems like all kinds of illegal.” Ranboo frowned, his tail uncurling from behind 
him and starting to lash back and forth. “Wait, a live one?” 


“Yes, a live one,” Phil confirmed with a nod and a shuffle of his feathers. 
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“Well that’s even worse!” Ranboo said, sounding cheerful but anxiety laced his tone. “First 
live terran any species has come into contact with, ever, and he’s on the Esbiai. Great.” 


“Don’t worry, we'll just dump it on Asempii when Wilbur gets bored with it,” Techno 
shrugged, seeming unworried. “We can stay out of sight until then.” 


The door at the far end of the common area slid open with a whoosh halting that conversation 
before it could go any further. Wilbur stalled through it, tail lashing and hiss just behind his 
teeth. He was clearly pissed, then. 


“We aren’t dumping it on Asempii,” the phant announced. 


“We aren’t?” Tubbo asked. 


“T’m sorry, why aren’t we?” Techno demanded. 


“Because Asemp1i was who hired the poachers,” Wilbur said. “It’s in the logs of their ship. 
Twenty-four terrans, abducted from twenty-four different places across Terra’s surface and in 
a variety of ages, to be experimented on. Which is a funny way of saying they were torturing 
them until they died to see what would kill them the easiest. Asempii paid for all of it, even 
specifying that the poachers were to record every “experiment” and log every death. Our 
friend in the containment room is the last one of those twenty-four.” 


The silence that suddenly fell over the room was deathly, and Tubbo had to take a moment to 
process that information. He wouldn’t get that moment, though, because Wilbur spoke again 
just a second later. 


“And that’s not all, it’s an adolescent. It hasn’t quite reached maturity yet, and that makes it 
terran young. They did all that to a baby of the species, and knowingly.” 


Tubbo stared blankly at the phant, because it felt like his brain was lagging behind for a 
moment. The others weren’t responding either, looking like they were in various versions of 
disbelief. Techno, still stood in the doorway, poised to leave. Ranboo hadn’t moved off the 
couch, his tail having gone still from its lashing and looking rather bewildered at the situation 
at hand in general. Phil had his feathers fluffed up almost protectively, which was slightly 
hilarious. 


“Well,” Tubbo said, breaking the silence. “Fuck.” 


“What do terrans even eat?” Ranboo asked, staring down at the plate of raw neequa meat, cut 
into small pieces that Tubbo had shoved into his hands. The apicapra held a glass of water 
with a lid and straw. “Are we sure it won’t get sick? Especially since it’s raw?” 


“Tf it’s good enough for kerwels, it’s good enough for terrans,” Tubbo shrugged. “And 
Wilbur’s guess is terrans are carnivorous, based off of its growling and rumors of terran’s 
self-sharpening teeth. Also the fact that they were fed different meats on the poachers ship 
and raw neequa was logged as one of the ones that they can eat with little reaction. All the 
fruits they tested on the terrans proved to be harmful, so we’re not doing that.” 


“And why am I the one feeding it?” Ranboo said despairingly as Tubbo grabbed his arm and 
began to pull him along. 


“Because you’re the only one it hasn’t met yet!” the apicapra grinned, giving him a sharp tug 
on the arm to get him walking faster, which Ranboo did with little argument. “If it’s sticking 
around, its got to know the crew!” 


“Tt doesn’t even know Galactic yet.” 


“T already have a plan for that, don’t worry.” 


Ranboo was very worried. He learned a long time ago that any time that Tubbo said “don’t 
worry’, you absolutely needed to be worried, because chaos and trouble was soon to follow. 


The transparent, green shaded door that led to the terran’s cell was now within sight, with 
only a small sliver of the terran actually visible. Tubbo was right, it looked like the terran had 
picked the spot in the room that was the furthest away and the most out of sight from the door 
as possible. Smart. 


“First question, how do we wake it up?” Ranboo wondered aloud, peering into the door to see 
if he could get a better look at the terran. At the very least he could see one of its hind legs, or 
was it just its normal legs? He wasn’t sure if terrans were bipedal or not, he didn’t remember 
if he’d ever seen a diagram of one before. “You said it was asleep.” 


“Maybe when it smells food it’1l wake up?” Tubbo offered. 


“Leads to my second question,” Ranboo hummed. “How do we get the food in there without, 
you know, going into the cell with the unrestrained, unpredictable live terran?” 


“Tt’s asleep!” Tubbo said cheerfully. ““We’ll be fine.” 


Tommy woke up because of a soft whooshing sound. 


He hadn’t really been asleep, not in the regular sense. Maybe just dozing, either that or he’d 
turned into a really light sleeper because of his time on the ship. 


His eyes blinked open in confusion, noticing how he was practically curled into a ball. His 
legs were drawn tight to his chest, and his arms were shielding his head. It was more 
uncomfortable than anything else, but it made him feel safer this way. 


Fabric was touching his skin, piled beneath him and around him, their texture foreign. His 
hands weren’t bound behind his back, there was no gag preventing his mouth from closing all 
the way. 


It didn’t make sense. 


Then he remembered. He’d been sold. New owners, new surroundings, new rules. New new 
new. 


Tommy could hear footsteps. 


His field of view was blocked by his arms, shielding his head, but it was the familiar step- 
click step-click of the tall, dark alien that didn’t like to be looked at in the eyes. The one that 
would cut him open with its claws and leave him to bleed into tubes for what felt like years 
but was probably more like hours. 


His brain thrust into overdrive, and he unscrambled from his fetal position with a snarl, 
pushing himself into the corner. 


The tall alien made a shrill sound in surprise, red and green eyes widening. This one looked 
different than the other tall alien that Tommy had encountered, this one being black with 
white markings instead of plain old black like the other one. It looked kind of like an oreo, 
really. 


Bee was also in the room, having grabbed Oreo’s arm and pulled it back the moment Tommy 
had gotten up. Its buzzing wings made Tommy want to relax again, but he didn’t dare, 
keeping his muscles tense and bracing for whatever these two had planned. 


Tommy swallowed, trying to scoot backwards but grunting when his back only met wall. He 
wasn’t standing up straight, not really used to doing that anymore, not with cramped rooms 
and cages being his life for the past few months. He was crouched instead, hands near the 
floor so he could scramble away quickly if they surged for him. 


Oreo’s tail was lashing, pupils narrowed and ears perked up. It looked alert. It looked like a 
cat on the hunt. 


Tommy ducked his head instinctively to protect his neck and made a rumbling growl in his 
throat, making both aliens back up another step. 


Then he spotted the tray in Oreo’s hands. 


Several dark purplish cubes of meat laid on the tray, a familiar sight. He knew that meat, it 
was rubbery and chewy and oozed green blood when you bit into it. It always made him gag 
and would make him feel dizzy and weak after eating it, but it always stayed down, unlike 
the other things they tried feeding him. It was some of the same stuff he’d been fed by his old 
owners; his new owners must have gotten advice from them. How to Care for Your Pet 
Human 101. 


Food. 


It was food, and Tommy was starving. 


He used to be a picky eater, back when he was little and could afford to be. The foster system 
forcibly taught that trait out of him, and his time in the hands of his old owners taught him 
that he would truly eat anything if he was hungry enough. 


So even this alien, disgusting, raw meat looked amazing. It was food, he shouldn’t complain. 


He was practically drooling, honestly, which he’d find disgusting if not for how hungry he 
was. He swallowed the excess spit and passed his tongue over dry lips. His stomach growled, 
and Oreo stepped backwards again: Maybe the fucker had thought that was an intentional, 
real growl, but it wasn’t. 


Tommy tore his eyes away from the tray in Oreo’s hands, biting his lip and wracking his 
brain for what he should do. Could he manage to grab the tray if he was fast enough, scarf 
down as much as he could before they inevitably take it away? Or should he just do what the 
other alien, the one that was the same species as Oreo, liked on the rare occasions that the 
other guy came to feed him instead of the bird fucker? 


One was less likely to get him punished. One would make it so he could eat more of the alien 
food. One would bruise his no-longer existing ego. One might please his new owners. One 
might let him keep his mouth free and hands unbound for a little while longer. 


The other wouldn't. The other definitely wouldn’t. 


Tommy, reluctantly, dropped his defensive position, his knees sinking into the floor. He bared 
his teeth in a half-hearted snarl, but lowered his head to the ground anyway, forehead to the 
floor. He wasn’t sure what he should do with his hands, considering on the other ship they 
had been constantly bound behind him, but he settled with tucking them under his torso to 
keep them out of sight. 


Submission. He was practically bowing. He hated doing it, but fortunately the tall dark owner 
hardly ever fed him. The old bird owner had fed him mostly, and it liked a different type of 
submission. The kind that meant electrocuting him even when he hadn’t moved, the kind that 
got his head pressed into his disgusting food because it liked him groveling beneath its weird 
fucking bird feet. 


As much as Tommy hated this, it was something he was used to by now. 


Oreo and Bee were talking to each other in the weird alien way, the one that every alien 
apparently knew but humans didn’t. Oreo’s words were accented by warbles and “vrwoops”, 
while Bee made more clicking and whooping noises, as well as the buzz of its wings. 


The click of the tray against the ground wasn’t happening, nor was the meat being thrown on 
the floor or anything for him to grab. They weren’t giving him the fucking food. 


Tommy unwillingly made a slightly frustrated whine. What else did they want from him? He 
was doing what the other dark fucker liked him doing! Wasn’t Oreo and the other one the 
same species? They looked similar enough. 


Well, he supposed they might not have the same likes and dislikes. Humans certainly didn’t. 


Tommy didn’t know what they wanted. 


A soft little clack suddenly registered in his mind, the sound of metal hitting something 
solid. 


Tommy snapped his head up, eyes wide, at the tray of meat that was now on the ground in 
front of Oreo. Bee also placed down some sort of container that oddly looked like a cup and 
straw, if a cup was narrower at the top instead of at the bottom. 


He swallowed, glancing between the tray and the two aliens that stood just behind it. His 
stomach growled again, and he slowly peeled himself off the floor and into another crouch, 
wary and fully expecting Oreo to swipe at him if he stood up straight like his old one did. 


They were still standing too close to the food for him to have the courage to snatch it, no 
matter how hungry he was. His mouth was still watering, and he swallowed the excess spit, 
glancing between the aliens and the tray. 


Oreo’s body language had shifted slightly, ears pointed downwards rather than perked up and 
alert. It’s tail had ceased its lashing, and its pupils weren’t as tiny as before. 


But neither of the aliens moved. 


Tommy bit back his lip, and cautiously took a step forward, towards the tray. The aliens still 
didn’t back off, though Bee did place something black and rectangular down on the ground 
next to the cup thing. The sight of the thing seemed to set Oreo off, resulting in more 
conversation between the aliens that he couldn’t understand a word of. 


They weren’t looking at him anymore, though. Or at the food. They were staring at each 
other and... arguing? It sounded like some kind of argument, based on how they were getting 
progressively louder. 


Tommy’s stomach growled again. 


The aliens didn’t even seem to notice, too invested in their conversation. 


He took a deep breath and shifted his weight forward, flattening his palms to the ground for 
extra balance and probably quieter too. Even despite the freezing cold nights on the other 
ship that would leave his feet frozen and toes numb, now he was grateful that he didn’t have 
any shoes too make even more noise. 


Tommy inched forward ever so slightly, and the aliens didn’t even glance in his direction. 
Feeling a bit braver, he scooted forward about a foot. They didn’t turn around. 


He swallowed again, and with one more quick check to make sure the aliens weren’t staring 
at him or planning anything, he rose from his hands and feet, starting towards the tray and 
cup with a hobbling sort of crouching walk, knees bent and his head lowered. 


He reached out and snagged the edge of the tray, glancing up and finding that even though he 
was literally at the feet of both Oreo and Bee, neither of them seemed to see him at all. 


With a yank, he slid the tray towards him and quickly retreated back towards his corner with 
it in tow. The sound it made against the cold, smooth floor was loud, like metal sliding 
against metal, and most certainly caught the attention of the aliens in the room if the loud, 
alarmed noises coming from that direction were anything to go off of. 


Tommy didn’t pay attention, though, or let himself care. He pulled himself back onto the pile 
of blankets and carried the tray with him, shoving it into the corner and hunching over it 
protectively. 


Oreo and Bee were staring at him again, silent. Bee’s wings started buzzing, before it leaped 
up and swatted at Oreo, shouting something. It was loud enough to make Tommy flinch back, 
his hands curling into fists as he settled into a more defensive position. 


Bee didn’t look over, though, or suddenly rush him. It was just shouting at Oreo, who wasn’t 
exactly shouting back, but was certainly speaking a bit louder than before. Oreo’s ears were 
pressed back like a pissed off cat’s, pupils thinner than a fucking needle. 


Bee’s arms were flying around, gesturing as it talked almost like a human would do. It’s 
wings were buzzing so fast that it was actually flying, to the point that it was now eye level 
with Oreo when it had previously been maybe up to Oreo’s hip. 


Tommy didn’t like this. 


He didn’t like one fucking bit of it. Was Bee pissed at him for taking the food? Why? Was he 
supposed to get it later? Why was it yelling at Oreo if it was pissed at him? 


He crouched a bit more protectively over his plate of food and snarled, weak and shaky from 
fear and how sore Tommy’s throat was growing from all the growling he’s done as of late. It 
was still loud enough, however, for the two aliens in the room to notice, pausing their 
argument to stare at him again. 


A beat passed by, maybe two, and then Oreo grabbed Bee by the... arm, and proceeded to 
walk past Tommy and towards the door with Bee in tow. The both of them went slowly, 
keeping their eyes on Tommy the entire time, until the transparent green door slid open and 
then shut again behind his captors. 


He was alone again. 


But he had food this time. 


Tommy pulled the tray out from the corner and immediately shoved a chunk of the meat into 
his mouth without hesitation. The taste was horrible, but since he hadn’t eaten in days at this 
point, it was probably the best thing he’d ever had to his half-starved brain. 


Not to mention he was getting to eat with his hands, because his hands are unbound. He 
doesn’t have to shove his face into the tray and try to pick up the bits of meat with his teeth 
like a dog, like he had done for months on the old ship. Tommy can eat with his hands and it 
feels... 


It feels... 


Weird. 


It was weird seeing the green blood of the weird alien meat smeared across his fingers instead 
of in streaks on the floor. It’s weird not having to struggle to catch chunks of food in his teeth 
and having to tip his head back to actually get it fully in his mouth to chew and swallow it. 


He’d... forgotten, really. What it was like to eat with his hands. What it was like to walk 
without crouching. What it was like to talk. What it was like to be human. 


Tommy forced the thought out of his head, narrowing his eyes and shoveling more chunks 
into his mouth, nearly gagging at how repulsive the rubbery texture it was. He wasn’t about 
to complain. It was food, and he was starving. 


communication, or at least the start 
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Wilbur was, for a lack of a better word, absolutely fascinated with the terran. 


Who could blame him, really? It was the first terran in recorded history to be in their area of 
space and still, you know, alive. Their species and planet in general was almost completely 
unknown to the general population. Nobody was allowed in that area of space due to the... 
rather volatile nature of the terrans. 


All that the general population knew of them was that they were sentient, sapient at least to 
some degree, and that they were smart enough to have already gotten into space travel, as 
primitive as their technology was. 


Wilbur was dying to know more. Their diets, their language, their culture, what their lives 
were like. Did they keep pets? Were they a pack species or a lone one? There was only one 
tiny problem. 


Terrans seemed to have multiple languages, and not just one universal language that varied 
slightly depending on their location on their planet. While Wilbur had translated a little bit of 
one of the languages and taught himself to speak it, he had no idea if it was the same one that 
this terran spoke. 


There was only one way to find out, really. 


Ranboo and Tubbo had fed the terran last cycle, and apparently it had done an endrian 
submission pose until they put the food down. Something that, realistically, it should have no 
idea of knowing. There wasn’t a record of the poachers teaching the captured terrans 
anything, but Wilbur supposed that there could have been plenty of things that the poachers 
didn’t log. 


Anyway, if the terran was willing to do the—rather uncomfortable—endrian submission pose 
just for food, Wilbur wondered if he could get it to talk if he used food as a reward. 


Raw neequa meat was disgusting, even to Wilbur, who grew up on Phan eating it’s cooked 
counterpart. He wasn’t sure how the terran could stomach it, especially if it had truly eaten it 
as fast as Ranboo and Tubbo claimed it did. 


It probably hadn’t had another choice. 


Wilbur tried not to think about it. 


So he cooked it this time. A risk, sure, considering he had no idea if the cooked neequa 
would harm the terran or not. A dumb risk, as Techno had put it, but Wilbur had done it 
anyway. 


Maybe the sight of the meat cooked would give the terran more incentive to actually talk. At 
least enough for the translator Tubbo had left inside the cell to start learning the specific 
language that this terran spoke to the point that it could translate their conversation properly. 


A smart move, even though Techno had been annoyed that Tubbo had taken one of their only 
translators in order to do it. Translators were learning A.I., designed specifically to learn 
language of different species via listening to them talk, eventually translating that into 
Galactic. Or, if the language was already known, it learns from the specific person’s speech 
pattern and slang in order to translate more effectively. 


They were also incredibly expensive, which is why merchant, cargo, and planetary 
government ships are the only ones who have them. Usually. Though the government ships 
typically had the fancier, more expensive models than what they had on board. 


If Wilbur could get the terran to talk, eventually the translator should be able to translate what 
it said to him. Even later on, the device would be able to translate what they said to the terran 
as well. No more one sided conversations, and then Wilbur could get all the answers that he 
wants. 


The corridor to the containment room that they had was silent as Wilbur went down it, tray 
full of food and a water glass in hand. His footsteps, besides the low, familiar drum of the 
ship, were the only noise. Nothing from the other side of the door, at all. 


Wilbur stopped outside the door and peered through the transparent green material. The bed 
inside was bare, bedding having been stripped off of it and piled into a corner only half- 
visible from the door. From there, he could see the fluffy fur on top of the terran’s head, and 
its forelegs (or arms, depending on whether terrans were bipedal or not), but everything else 
was hidden by the wall because of the angle of the door. 


The terran looked... still. Very still. 


Wilbur took a deep breath, before calling out a quiet greeting in the terran language. The 
word still felt heavy and foreign in his throat, two separate notes, one from the back of the 
mouth and one from the front, much different than the soothing, flowing syllables of Galactic 
and high pitched songs of his home language. 


The terran jerked upwards immediately, wide, pale eyes coming into view on that pale, thin 
face, before vanishing out of view, shoving itself into the corner just out of sight. 


Well, not completely out of sight. Now its hind legs were sticking out. Just the ends, though, 
the feet and ten short, incredibly short toes. 


Actually— nine toes. Why did one foot have four while the other had five? Made no sense. 
Neither did how tiny the toes were in general, there was no gripping anything in toes that 
little. So terrans likely weren’t tree-dwellers, good to know. 


Wilbur warbled out the terran greeting again, less hesitant and clunky now that he knew that 
the phantling inside was awake. 


Fuck— it wasn’t a phantling. Phantling were phant young, and this was not a phant, it was a 
terran. Wilbur didn’t know what terrans called their young, and it’s not like he can ask. 


The terran. It was a terran. A young terran, but a terran nonetheless. Not a phantling. 


The terran inched out of the corner, just enough for Wilbur to see those pale eyes again. It 
was staring at him, or, well, specifically staring at the tray of neequa on the ground in front of 
him. Even through the door, which was supposed to slightly muffle any loud noise, he could 
hear a growling sound. 


The terran’s tongue, fat and short, passed across its lips as it continued to stare at the tray. 
Finally, its pale eyes lifted to meet Wilbur’s, blinking. 


“Hello,” Wilbur said for the third time, keeping the spikes along his spine flat and in a non- 
threatening manner, the membrane between them folded and wrinkled in a way that would be 
a pain to straighten later. 


The terran’s tongue wet its lips again, gaze glancing from the food to his eyes. Then, finally: 
“Hello,” it said back, much different to how Wilbur said it. It was quieter, raspier, but the 
word sounded more natural to the terran’s voice than it ever did with his own. That was 
probably, of course, due to the fact the terran’s vocal cords were made to speak like that, and 
Wilbur’s weren’t. 


But it responded. It responded without flinching or anything! And it wasn’t screaming like it 
had when Techno was pinning it earlier, this was much better. 


Wilbur pointed at the tray of food in front of himself. “You... you want? Yes?” 


The terran stared at him for a moment, and then... “Yes,” it rasped. 


Wilbur’s hands were shaking, excitement thrumming through his veins. As stunted as the 
conversation would surely be (considering his own limited understanding of the language) he 
was probably the first person in the universe to ever have a real conversation with a terran. 


“Okay, okay.” Wilbur took a deep breath and leaned over to the control panel of the door, 
punching in the instructions for the barrier to slide up from the ground a small portion. It was 
just enough to put a piece of the chopped neequa into the cell without it touching the ground. 
Which is exactly what he did. 


Carefully, he slid a smaller tray through the gap, and then picked up a chunk of the neequa 
with a pair of tongs, and placed it onto the tray on the other side. 


As soon as he pulled the tongs away, the terran lunged forward. Wilbur, despite knowing that 
the door was there and wouldn’t vanish mysteriously just because a terran crashed into it, 
flinched away. The terran wasn’t lunging for him, though, it had merely grabbed for the meat 
left on the tray before scooting back, into its corner, and out of sight. 


Silence. 


Well, near-silence, at least. There was a quiet snuffling noise from inside the cell, lasting 
maybe only a few seconds, before the Terran came out again, staring at him. There was green 
blood smeared in the corner of its mouth, quickly licked away by its tongue, and it stared at 
Wilbur expectantly. 


Right, it probably wanted more. 


Like feeding jnarrs, if you feed them, they come back begging for more. Wilbur tried not to 
grimace. He hated jnarrs, greedy little bastards that bit the hands that fed them without fail, 
every time. He was glad that, jnarrs being an Ely native species, he’s only had to deal with 
them briefly and hadn’t grown up shooing them away like Phil had. 


This wasn’t a jnarr, though. This was a terran. 


“You want?” Wilbur asked again. 


“Yes,” it said almost immediately, voice less muffled now that there was a gap in the door. It 
inched forwards until it was almost completely in view of the door, giving Wilbur a much 
better look at it. 


The terran was on its hind legs, front ones dangling near to the ground for balance, probably. 
It’s skin was smooth from the glimpses that he got from beneath the tears in its clothing, bald 
of any visible hair except for the fur on the top of its head. 


The pose lasted for much longer than a quadrupedal species should be able to. It also looked 
natural, not like it was struggling to maintain the stance or anything. Terrans must be bipedal 
then. 


The terran’s eyes were locked onto the tray again, and a faint growling noise rumbled from 
the other side of the door. It was short, and kind of bubbly, not like the raspy, throaty growls 
it made when it was being defensive or was upset. 


Wilbur gently picked up another slice of meat, thanking the stars that he had remembered to 
actually cut the neequa into pieces before he arrived. Having to tear off chunks with his 
claws, or using a knife to cut it, would probably only serve to make the terran more skittish 
and wary. 


The small, almost bite-sized, piece of food was placed on the ground inside the cell, and it 
was gone a second later. The terran had grabbed for it and stuffed it in its mouth the moment 
the tongs began to pull away, and was staring wide-eyed at Wilbur, almost as if it was 
expecting something. 


“Someone’s hungry,” Wilbur remarked dryly, going for another piece. “This is the last one 
though, and then we’ ll talk a bit, yes?” He made sure that last word was in the terran 
language, so that way the terran could at least somewhat understand what he was saying. 


“Yes,” it said again, and then said a few other things that Wilbur didn’t know the translation 
of. He caught the word “me” in there, but everything else was a mystery. 


Wilbur passed over the neequa with the tongs, and just like last time, it was gone almost as 
soon as he let go. The wide-eyed, expectant look would almost be cute if it was on anything 
other than a creature that was in a cell because it was a potential threat. 


Bony Fuck had stopped feeding him. 


Tommy stared down the alien on the other side of the door, waiting for it to pass another 
piece of its weird alien food through the small gap that had opened up towards the ground. It 
wasn’t moving, though, and it was starting to get on Tommy’s nerves. 


This food was actually good, or at least better than what he had been fed before. It kinda 
tasted like unseasoned steak, if steak was rubbery and harder to chew. And purple. Can’t 
forget the fact it was purple. 


Bony Fuck was only feeding him one piece at a time, chattering away in alien and in English 
so Tommy only understood small bits and pieces, though had no context for what he could 
hear. Being fed this way almost reminded him of being rewarded, of a dog being given a treat 
for good behavior. 


Well, Tommy supposed that in space he was about as good as a dog anyways. I mean, look at 
where he was, where he’d been. Just because this room was better than the fucking dog crate 
on the last ship didn’t disguise what it was: a cage. Something to keep him contained. 


One of his old fosters had adopted a puppy while he was still in their care, before his dad 
adopted him. He remembered the dog being locked in a room for a few weeks until they 
trained it to pee on pads instead of on the floor. Maybe that’s what was being done to him, 
locked in a room until he was more “civilized” according to whatever the alien’s definition of 
civilized was. 


Well, it was better than being experimented on, at least. If he was going to be treated like an 
untrained puppy, so be it. Anything was better than being a fucking lab rat. 


Tommy could distinctly remember never treating Fran like that, or any of them treating Fran 
like that. Fran was the best girl, his dad’s dog all the way. Fran was practically another sister 
to Tommy, not a dog. 


It didn’t matter anyway. Tommy didn’t care, as long as the aliens kept feeding him. 


Bony Fuck was staring at him expectantly, the weird C-shaped tool in its hand that functioned 
similarly to kitchen tongs poised over another cube of meat. Tommy just stared right back, 
swallowing the excess saliva in his mouth as it began to water. 


His stomach growled again. Tommy ignored it. 


He didn’t know what Bony Fuck wanted, didn’t know what fucking trick that he was 
supposed to do in order to earn more food. 


“Well?” Tommy asked, raising an eyebrow and giving an exasperated huff. “What the fuck 
do I have to do to get you to feed me, asshole?” 


He half expected it to lash out at him. That’s what the other aliens did whenever he said 
something particularly loud. Tommy could only assume that loud meant aggressive in their 
stupid alien brains, and that they punished him for it because of that. 


Even after he’d been gagged and restrained to the point of being barely able to move, they 
were particularly more harsh if he screamed too loud during experiments. 


Bony Fuck didn’t slam its hand into the weird transparent door to get him to jump, nor did it 
lunge from its spot on the floor towards him and pin him to the ground in order to shut him 


up. 


No, Bony Fuck didn’t do either of those things. Instead, the spines on the sides of its head 
flared up from their previously folded flat position. Its chest puffed out, a spiked, webbed tail 
flicking around into view. Its eyes brightened, flaring from a dark color to a much paler one. 


Probably the same bright, neon green that it had flashed to earlier, like the other bony alien’s 
eyes did. 


Bony Fuck picked up a cube of the meat with the c-shaped tongs and slid it under the open 
area of the door, right in Tommy’s reach, before snatching the tongs away quickly. 


Tommy’s stomach growled again, but instead of lunging straight for it like he had done the 
last few times, he stared quizzically at the food, then back up at Bony Fuck. 


“You want me... to talk,” Tommy said, deadpan. 


“Yes!” It replied, sliding another cube underneath the door. It’s eyes creased slightly. “Tuu 
tlk.” 


“Wow, you suck at English,” he scoffed. Tommy scooted forward, ignoring his still-rumbling 
stomach and the way Bony Fuck froze the moment he came forward slightly. “To. Talk.” 


The spines on the sides of Bony Fuck’s head, about at the same location a human ears would 
be, perked up further. “To t’lk.” 


“No. To. Talk.” 


“To tlk.” 


“Talk. There’s a vowel in there you little shit, say it right. Talk. Talk.” 


“Tahlk.” 


“Talk.” 


“Talk.” 


“There you go, that wasn’t so hard,” Tommy said, and then grimaced slightly as his stomach 
growled again, much louder than before. He scooted backward again, away from the door, 
and picked up one of the cubes to pop in his mouth. They were just barely too big to be 
considered bite size, a bit too large to fit in his mouth comfortably, but he hardly cared. 


Food was food. And he was starving. 


Both of the previously offered cubes were gone before he even realized, chewed and 
swallowed so fast that he’d barely even tasted them. 


Another cube was pushed under the door, just barely out of reach, and Tommy inches 
forward to grab it. Just like the first two, he stuffed it immediately into his mouth and barely 
chewed before it was disappearing down in his throat. 


He stared at Bony Fuck expectantly, licking his lips and feeling the small bit of self-respect 
he still had shrivel at the fact he was begging like a dog would, everything save for the 
whining. Now he was behaving like a dog did too, not just being treated like one anymore. 


If the shoe fit, he supposed. 
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Bony Fuck started visiting him periodically after that. 


With no way of actually telling the time in a room with no windows, and even if it did he was 
in fucking space, there wasn’t a fucking sun or anything for him to look at, he had no idea 
how often he was actually visited. Tommy could only guess that Bony Fuck came once or 
twice in the alien equivalent of a day, but that was just a guess. 


The “food being a reward for talking” thing hadn’t changed. Bony Fuck didn’t seem to care 
all that much about what Tommy talked about, just seemed satisfied with him talking in 
general. At this point, he just assumed that Bony Fuck didn’t have much knowledge of the 
English language whatsoever, because Tommy could be just spouting senseless bullshit at 
him, or even just saying random words to watch for a reaction, and Bony Fuck seemed 
satisfied with it. 


Regardless, it was free food that he wasn’t having to be in pain to receive, so he didn’t mind 
all that much. So what if what little remained of his dignity crumpled every time he was fed 
like dog doing a trick for treats? It was food, and Tommy might as well be an animal 
compared to the aliens. 


His days were rather meaningless and dull nowadays, what with him being stuck in a cell 
with nothing to do. He started taking to messing with the little black box they had come with 
his food the very first time they had fed him to keep himself busy. 


It was about the size of a phone, if not for the fact it had no screen. Or buttons. It looked like 
a little speaker, in all honesty, with all of its little holes. There wasn’t anything to really mess 
with, other than turn it over and over in his hands and run his fingers over it. 


If he closed his eyes, he could almost pretend that it was a real speaker and he was back on 
earth, playing with it. Of course, he had to ignore the stale air, the near-constant churning of 
his stomach, and the ache of his not fully healed wounds to achieve that. 


So that’s how every waking moment he had went: messing with the speaker-thing, pacing, 
and speaking at Bony Fuck whenever it came by so he could eat. A rather boring existence, 
honestly, but Tommy would take being bored than being experimented on. 


That’s where Tommy found himself at the moment, too, curled up on his pile of blankets with 
the speaker-thing cradled carefully between his hands. His head was tilted back, eyes closed 
as he leaned up against the wall, ignoring the bright lights from the ceiling shining through 
his eyelids. 


If he focused, he could pretend he was back on earth, ignoring the pain and trying to block 
out the memories. 


The quietest tip-tap tip-tap against the floor outside in the hall made that impossible, though. 
Not Bony Fuck’s heavier, more familiar footsteps. 


Tommy’s eyes shot open, eyes widening as he immediately turned towards the door, every 
muscle in his body tensing. It didn’t open, but the footsteps didn’t continue past it. The alien, 
whichever one it was, was likely standing right in front of the door. 


A near silent whooping noise came from that direction, making Tommy jump again. None of 
the aliens he’d met so far made that noise, except— 


Oh. The weird looking Bee one. 


Tommy, despite his better instincts screaming at him to hide, got up. 


Well, he really just got into his usual crouching walk pose and creeped forward until he could 
see the door better, staring as Bee indeed came into view. 


It was only really then that Tommy realized how tiny Bee was. The alien was maybe a foot 
and a half taller than him while Tommy was crouched, the true height difference between 
them must be astounding. 


Bee didn’t react when Tommy must have come into its sight, other than a few short wing 
buzzes. It just stared, abnormally large black eyes fixated directly onto him. 


It didn’t have food with it. 


Tommy was half prepared to just take off then and there. If he wasn’t going to get food out of 
it, than why should he deal with more alien bullshit? Who knows what Bee was even here 


for? For all he knew, his grace period was finally up and the aliens were going to start 
running experiments on him again. 


But for some ungodly reason, against his own better judgement, he didn’t move. Tommy 
stayed where he was, crouched forward, and stared right back at Bee. 


Bee made another whooping noise, followed by a series of little clicks. Tommy had no idea 
what the fuck that was supposed to mean, obviously, so he just continued to stare blankly at 
it. 


The alien tilted its head at him, giant eyes narrowing slightly. “Hallo?” it chirped a second 
later, in a voice accented in a way that Tommy couldn’t even begin to describe. 


Tommy blinked. “Hello,” he said back, not all that surprised. “So is Bony Fuck teaching all 
of you English, then? Or did you know it already but just didn’t use it?” 


He, unsurprisingly, didn’t get an answer. The alien weird little mouth/mandibles thing rubbed 
against each other for a moment, before opening and revealing a surprisingly human-looking 
mouth beneath that said: “hallo,” again. 


“Guess he’s just teaching you guys, then,” Tommy shrugged. “You don’t happen to know 
anymore than just “hello”, do you?” 


“Hallo?” Bee said for a third time. 


“Yeah I thought not.” 


Bee just kind of... stared at him, not saying anything further, not that it really could say 
anything that had any meaning to Tommy. Well, more specifically, it was staring at the box in 
his hands, the weird little speaker thing. Its human-ish mouth upturned into something eerily 
similar to a smile. 


Tommy followed its gaze, and saw that the speaker now had a bright blue light shining from 
one end, moving around in a pattern almost like an infinity symbol. 


“Well. I don’t like that,” Tommy said, a little bit of panic edging into his surprisingly calm 
voice. He glanced back up at bee with a nervous smile. “This thing isn’t going to vaporize my 


hands or something, right? Because I would be very upset if you guys took off my restraints, 
fed me, and then used a little speaker lookin’ thing to vaporize my hands. That wouldn’t be 
very poggers of you.” 


Bee didn’t seem focused on what he was saying, though, focused on staring at the box as if 
waiting for something to happen. It’s wings were flicking, fast enough to buzz. 


And then the speaker vibrated in his hand, emitting a sound that sounded an awful lot like the 
alien language that all the other aliens spoke. 


Tommy shrieked, dropping the box like it had bit him and launching himself across the room. 
The speaker hit the cold floor with a clatter, and Bee made a louder whoop sound as it landed, 
eyes wide and fixated on the box. 


Meanwhile, Tommy found himself as far away from the speaker as he could get, in the corner 
opposite the door. His back was pressed flush against the wall, arms covering his head, and 
his entire body was trembling violently. 


He kept his eyes squeezed shut, breath coming in short, uneven pants. Tommy waited for the 


pain that was sure to come, whether it be from fire or claws or hands-on-histhroat pushing 
hin-under— 


The speaker thing spoke in alien again, making Tommy let out a strangled scream. He didn’t 
dare look at it, he didn’t want to see it. He didn’t want to see his doom— 


“Hey! Translation not found. Hey! It is okay. Translation not found will not hurt you. It is 
okay.” 


A robotic, staticky voice sounded in the room. A robotic, staticky voice that was speaking 
English. 


Tommy’s head snapped up, eyes wide, and he stared at Bee, who was still visible from the 
other side of the door. He watched as Bee’s human-like mouth move, alien language coming 
out, and then a few moments later— 


“Tt is okay. It will not hurt. You are okay, translation not found,” the box said, flashing a blue 
light with every syllable. 


Tommy stared at the box, then at Bee, then at the box again that had somehow taught itself 
English to translate what the aliens said into what Tommy could understand. 


Which surely meant it also worked the other way around. 


Oh fuck no. 


Ranboo had been trying his best for the past few days to avoid the terran. 


It wasn’t exactly hard, per say, considering the terran was locked in the containment cell on 
the far side of the ship. If anything, avoiding it was no problem at all. 


But it’s presence aboard the Essbiai was unmistakable. 


It was like the very energy of the filtered air had changed since it’s arrival on the starship. 
Everyone seemed more tense, more distant to one another. Everything was quieter, almost as 
if they were waiting for something to happen. 


Waiting for them to get caught. 


Terrans haven’t been seen in space alive, ever. The only ships that have ever been discovered 
with terrans inside were not only primitive at best, but also only contained the remains of 
dead terrans and mission logs in a language they couldn’t understand and had no way of 
translating without live audio of it. 


Compared to his crewmates, Ranboo would say he knew a bit more about terrans than most 
people. That was only thanks to his vohidrian heritage, though, as much as he wished he 
didn’t have it. 


Vohid, despite its attempts to maintain its appearance of neutrality in all subject matters, was 
just as corrupt as Asempii. Unlike Asempii, though, Vohid was not nearly as good at covering 
up its involvement in the... unsavory matters. Especially in terran matters. 


The vohidrian ships that been sent out to observe Terra and its inhabitants from a distance 
had never come back in one piece, or in some cases hadn’t come back at all. The observants, 
scientists, passengers, whomever had been aboard the ships always described terrans the 
same: 


Violent, unpredictable threats who were prone to fighting at the slightest provocation even 
when they were outmatched with their primitive technology. 


How the poacher ship, as dingy and old as it was, had landed on Terra, captured twenty-four 
terrans from all over the planets surface, and leave completely undetected and without 
damage to the ship itself was mind boggling to Ranboo. Not to mention the fact that a blazin, 
phant, elytrian, and endrian like himself had been able to restrain, torture, and kill almost all 
twenty-four without getting themselves killed. 


It was very well a possibility that what Ranboo had been told about terrans from the 
vohidrian studies was just as incorrect as what the greater masses knew from rumor. He 
wasn’t about to assume that the corrupt upper officials of Vohid’s government told their 
citizens the truth, especially about other species. 


He didn’t know what to believe, but he wasn’t going to take any chances. 
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Tubbo didn’t know what to do. 


When the translator finally started working, had finally learned enough of the terran’s 
language to be able to translate it into Galactic, Tubbo was ecstatic. Especially considering it 
managed to happen right as he went to go visit the terran, which was a lucky coincidence. 


He was going to be the first person to ever have a real conversation with a terran. Not just 
one or two words, a real conversation. Sure, it’d be a bit stunted, with the translator not going 
to be perfect, but it was still a start. Of course he was going to be excited about it! 


The terran seemed much less enthused about that, though. 


It was staring at him like he’d grown a fifth wing, its small eyes blown open wide and its 
mouth dropped open. It seemed... tense, to say the least, and its behavior earlier had 
indicated it was scared of the translator if the wailing had been anything to go by. 


Now though? The terran was completely silent. Its breathing was a bit abnormal, faster and 
heavier than Tubbo remembered it being, but it was silent. Shoved against the wall, as far 
away as it could get away from the door, curled defensively to protect what was likely the 
weak areas of its body: head, belly, and neck. 


“The translator is working for you, yes?” Tubbo asked, tilting his head as a few seconds later, 
the device’s indicator lit up blue and started barking out in the strange, tonal language that 
he’d heard Wilbur speak occasionally. The terran pressed itself further against the wall. “Can 
you understand me?” 


The terran glanced from the translator to Tubbo, curling its lip back and biting into it with its 
teeth. Tubbo’s wings buzzed anxiously. That isn’t some kind of threat, was it? Not that it 
could really get through the door anyway, but what kind of species bit itse/f'as an intimidation 
tactic? That just seems counterpr— 


“Affirmative.” Tubbo had missed the quiet, short word in terran language, but he had caught 
the translator’s loud, robotic voice. His antennae twitched. 


“Yes, you understand me?” Tubbo asked, his excitement mounting. The drone of the 
translator in terran language ensues a moment later, and the terran glances at it for a moment, 
but keeps an eye on the apicapra. 


The terran kept staring at him, and then a second later, it give out a short, one syllable answer 
in terran language. The translator crackles, and then answers “Affirmative.” 


“Stars. This is so cool,” Tubbo whispered to himself. The first terran ever to leave their area 
of space and encounter another species, and Tubbo was the first one to talk to it. “You must 
have so many questions. I know so I have plenty of them for you. The translator will be able 
to keep us on the same page. Oh man, Wilbur’s going to be so mad that I’m getting to talk to 
you with the translator first. He’s been waiting ages for it to turn on and start working so he 
could talk to you, sucks for him.” 


The terran says something in its language, and a couple of seconds pass before. 


“T indeed posses multiple questions,” the translator droned. Tubbo winced slightly. Yeah, he 
didn’t really think that was the right translation, unless terrans spoke really weirdly. 


“Ask away!” He said anyway, folding in his joints so he could sit himself comfortably on the 
floor. “You can ask one first, and then I ask one. How does that sound?” 


“Affirmative,” said the terran, or the translator talking for the terran, really. “Similar twenty 
questions.” 


Tubbo squinted, “similar twenty questions”? What was that supposed to mean? 


“We can do only twenty if you want,” he said slowly, sure that it had to be a mistranslation, 
or that they were missing a word in there somewhere. 


“Negative. It is no translation found game.” 


“Tt’s like a game, sure!” 


“Negative,” the terran insisted. “No translation found game.” 


“How about you go first?” Tubbo said, instead of trying to continue an argument that he 
would likely not get a resolution or explanation of until the translator had more time to study 
the terran’s language. “Ask me anything, II] answer, and then we switch. Deal?” 


The terran stared at him for a moment, and then it was peeling itself off the wall, inching ever 
so slightly closer to the door, but still sticking far away from the translator. It said something, 
a single slight hissing sound, and the translator crackled. “Affirmative.” 


So that hissing sound meant yes, or at least some kind of version of it. Okay. Tubbo could 
work with that. The short barking-like noise from earlier meant no, didn’t it? The translator 
had said negative right afterwards, so that might be right. 


“Where am I?” said the translator. “I am aware am in space. Where am I?” 


“On the Esbiai,” Tubbo replied back, smiling. Wait, the translator probably wouldn’t have a 
way to convey that. “On- on starship. Or- er, ship in space. In the Tuuros galaxy, far from the 
terran home planet.” 


The translator made more sounds, relaying Tubbo’s message to the terran in a series of whirls 
and clicks and barking noises. The terran tilted his head after the translator finished, staring at 
it and then at Tubbo. It said something again, and the translator hummed for a moment. 


“How far from no translation found?” asked the terran. “How far from no translation found 
home planet?” 


“l’m— sorry?” Tubbo says, closing his mandibles again as his wings flick downwards. Damn 
translator and it’s small range of translation, he doesn’t know how to answer that. 


“How far from no translation found home planet?” the terran insisted, stepping closer to the 
door. It’s barks were only getting louder, almost sounding desperate if Tubbo hadn’t known 
any better. “How far? How far? Tell me.” 


The translator’s calm and even tone didn’t match the terran’s seemingly frantic behavior. It 
was off-putting, hearing what seems like anxious and desperate words he said in such a 
neutral manner. 


“Please,” the translator droned as the terran pressed a hand to the transparent green door, pale 
eyes wide. It had five fingers instead of the usual four “Please tell me. Do not lie. Tell me. 
How far?” 


Tubbo hesitated. He couldn’t know for sure which planet that the terran was talking about, 
but he knew which one it likely was. 


“Very far,” was what he ended up saying. “Very far from your home planet. I’m sorry.” 


The terran’s face wrinkled, squinting its eyes and pulling back its lips. It made a loud, 
strangled noise, and Tubbo watched as, alarmingly, liquid started to fall from its eyes. The 
terran turned away, hobbling back into its nest. 


“Wait!” Tubbo called, stepping closer to the door. “Do you not want to keep playing the 
questions game? I don’t even have to ask any, if that’s what you want. You can ask me as 
many as you want.” 


The translator whirred for several seconds, the sudden spout of words taking a moment for it 
to translate, before repeating what had Tubbo said to the terran in a series of barks and lower, 


smoother tones. 


The terran hissed when the translator finished, and then barked out something loud and 
abrupt, yet somehow shaky and trembling as well. 


“Leave,” the translator droned, in its monotone voice. “Leave, you no translation found, 
leave me alone.” 


“Terran, I’m sorry,” Tubbo said. “I know you’re upset, but don’t you have more questions? I 
know you have to, so come on, keep playing the questions game with me.” 


Tubbo knew it was selfish to try to pressure the terran into more socialization even when it 
clearly didn’t want any. The terran looked as though it was in some kind of distress, curled up 
in a ball in it’s nest, hidden among the fabrics. Strangled noises that the translator didn’t even 
bother translating continued. 


“Terran?” Tubbo asked. 


The terran made a sound akin to a whimper, followed by a growl. A moment later, the 
translator spoke. “Leave.” 


Tubbo flicked his antennae back, taking a deep breath, before turning and doing just that. He 
couldn’t imagine that staying when the terran was clearly distressed and agitated would be 
good for keeping the conversation going. 


It felt wrong, leaving it there when it was upset, but Tubbo wouldn’t know how to help it 
even if he could. 


Tommy didn’t look as Bee walked away, listening to its little tip-tap tip-tap of its footsteps 
with, keeping his eyes shut and knees drawn up to his chest. 


He wasn’t sure why the knowledge of Earth being so far away made him break down so fast. 
It wasn’t like he would ever be going back to it, not if he was their new pet. He didn’t know 
why it made him break down, but it did, in huge, gasping sobs with his face buried between 
his knees. 


Tommy wanted to go home. He wanted grass under his feet instead of smooth, hard floors. 
He wanted the warmth of the sun on his face instead of harsh, artificial lighting. He wanted 
the smell of rain on the wind instead of the sterile smell he was with now, even if sterile was 
a better scent than the misery that the last ship reeked of. 


He wanted his dad. His older brothers. Hell, even the twins. He wanted to be there, with 
them, not floating out in space sans one toe, a few teeth, and a lot of dignity. He wanted to be 
anywhere but here. He’d take being back in the foster system over this. At least when he was 
a foster kid he wasn’t being brutally tortured a kajillion miles from another human. 


Alex must have graduated law school by now. 


Tommy didn’t know how long he’d been up here, in space. Anywhere from a few months to 
several years was a likely bet. Alex must have graduated from law school already. George 

might have finally started dating his weirdo friend by now. God, the twins were supposed to 
start high school in the fall. He likely missed his little siblings’ first day of high school, now. 


He wondered if his dad ever proposed to Ponk, if Ponk said yes if he had. How did Alex do 
on his thesis? Did George ever get that job he’d been interviewing for? How were the twins 
doing in high school? 


He’d never find out. 


Tommy slapped his hands over his own ears and sobbed, but nothing could drown out his 
own thoughts, flying through all the things that he hadn’t been there to see. Alex starting at 
his first firm. Hannah and Boomer’s next tournament. His dad’s proposal, maybe even his 
wedding. George finally going out with the weirdo. Hell, even his friends’ events, and his 
own. He would have graduated this year. He would’ve gotten to go to prom, gone on a senior 
trip, gotten his responses back from the colleges he applied for over the summer. 


All of that. Gone. 


It wasn’t fair. None of this was fair. He was still a kid, he didn’t want to be here. He wanted 
to be home, with his family, not in fucking space. 


When he was little, he’d dreamed of being an astronaut, of going to space, like every kid did. 
Space was fun, exploratory. Or it was supposed to be. This wasn’t fun, or exploratory. He’d 
been fucking tortured for who knows how long, and now he was some group of aliens’ 
untrained puppy. 


Tommy wanted to go home, but he couldn t. 


“Fuck!” He screamed, slamming a hand against the wall, not even caring as it throbbed in 
pain. A sob tore out of his throat, and then another. They kept coming, loud and fast and 
broken, tears leaking from his eyes as he curled in on himself. 


Heavy footsteps thudded down the hallway outside the door to his cell, but Tommy didn’t 
bother being quiet. If they were going to punish him, kill him. or anything like that, then they 
would. It wasn’t like Tommy could stop them. 


The steps sounded like horse’s hooves, if the horse was fucking massive and walking on 
linoleum. They stopped outside the door to his cell, but Tommy didn’t look up, didn’t bother. 
It didn’t fucking matter anyway. 


He could hear the pig alien snorting and making all its weird fucking pig noises from its 
place outside of the door to Tommy’s cell. The weird speaker box thing was whirring again, 


especially as Pig Bastard switched to the weird alien language. 


“What are you making all that noise for?” said the box. “What is the matter with you?” 


Tommy dug his fingers into his scalp, gritting his teeth together. He didn’t want to listen to 
their chatter, he just wanted to go home. Why couldn’t they leave him alone? Another sob, 
another fresh wave of tears, and he curled tighter into himself, shoving himself away from 
the door. 


More alien language from the pig. “The translation not found finally works then. Come on, 
be quiet. You are not getting anything by screaming. Stop acting like a no translation found.” 


Tommy felt a sudden flood of anger go through him. None of this was fair, he was being 
trapped in a room, and this fucker is mad at him for crying? Fuck that! Fuck him! What are 
they going to do anyway if he doesn’t shut up, kill him? At this point, Tommy would rather 
they kill him then be stuck as their puppy for the rest of his pathetic life. 


He snapped his head up and snarled, ignoring how raw it made his throat feel. Pig Bastard 
was staring at him with its beady black eyes, the horn/bone things on the top of its skull that 
twisted themselves into a crown shining in the fluorescent lighting. 


“There are the eyes,” said the box after Pig Bastard spoke again. “What is the matter with 
you? Why must you be so loud?” 


Tommy snarled again and lunged for the stupid speaker box/translating thing. He nabbed it, 
gripping it so tightly that his knuckles turned white and his fingers began to ache, but he 
didn’t give a shit. 


Pig Bastard snorted, and then tumbled out something in alienspeak. The box whirred in 
Tommy’s hand, and it only pissed him off further. “What do you think you’re doing with 
that?” Came the pleasant, monotone female voice of the stupid speaker. 


Tommy glared at Pig Bastard, before pushing himself to his feet. All the way up. His knees 
ache as they straighten fully for the first time in months, years. His back straightens next, 
cracking, so violently that if he hadn’t known better, he would’ve thought he’d broken it. 


“Go away!” Tommy shrieked, uncaring as the speaker repeated his words to the alien. “Leave 
me alone!” 


Pig Bastard stepped back, and Tommy snarled again. Before he could even think twice about 
it, he reared back and chucked the speaker as hard as he could at the door, right where Pig 
Bastard’s face was. 


A thrill of satisfaction ran through him as the speaker shattered into a million pieces. Well, 
not a million, but it did break into several pieces and Tommy could not be happier about that. 


The blue light on it flickered and died, and Tommy turned away from the door, back into his 
pile of blankets, and curled back up. He dragged one of them up and over himself, ignoring 
the foreign texture. 


Pig Bastard made a loud, angry noise, but Tommy ignored him, keeping his back to the door. 
This guy could do all he wanted, but Tommy didn’t feel a single bit sorry over the fact that he 
broke the translating box. If anything, the box fucking had it coming. Perhaps he would 
regret this later, but he doesn’t give two shits now. 


It didn’t matter what his new owners would do to him because he broke it, Tommy had 
already been through every form of torture under the sun. It didn’t even matter if they killed 
him at this point. 


Honestly, with what his life had become, if they killed him right now over that stupid fucking 
box, Tommy would probably thank them. 
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“For the /ast time,” Phil said exasperatedly. “We are not giving the terran another translator. 
Especially if all it is going to do with it is throw it at us and break it.” 


“If what Tubbo said is true, which I guarantee it is he had a real conversation with this 
terran,” Wilbur protested. His spikes were stood up straight in agitation, fangs bared. “A real 
one! It’s a massive leap for intergalactic communication and the terran species.” 


“Tt was just distressed, that’s all,” Tubbo added. “It probably won’t break another if we give it 
to it, stars, we could just keep the translator outside its cell to talk to it if you’re really that 
worried about it breaking the second one.” 


“We need the second translator for business use, we can’t dedicate our only other mode of 
communication with potential clients to this terran,” Ranboo pointed out, tail lashing back 
and forth in a silent display of his frustration, especially when the endrian’s voice was so 
calm. 


“Then we get another one!” Tubbo and Wilbur said at the same time. 


“No,” Phil said firmly, crossing his arms and fluffing up his feathers. ““We cannot afford 
another one right now, not until we collect our credits for the poachers’ bounty. We won’t 
reach Kinoko for another several days, and those credits need to go to fuel and supplies, not 
another translator to speak to the terran. Wilbur can get by with his knowledge of the terran 
language until we can afford another translator.” 


“And how long is that going to take?” Tubbo demanded, flaring his wings. “How long is it 
going to sit in there before we can get another translator? Stars, what are we even going to do 
with it?” 


“It’s not going to Asempil, that’s for sure,” Techno rumbled, his first time actually giving an 
input in the conversation besides him bringing up the translator in the first place. He was 
leaned casually up against the wall, almost bored as he watched the four of them argue. “As 
for what happens to it, we can’t afford to worry about it right now. It’Il be fine in the 
containment cell for now.” 


“Wait a minute,” Phil interjected. “We’re not going to give it another translator, but we’re 
definitely not leaving it locked up in the cell for forever. It’s still young, a young terran, sure, 
but it’s not fully grown yet. We can’t just keep it in there.” 


“Broody,” Techno muttered under his breath, earning a feathered wing to the gut. The piglin 
didn’t even flinch. 


“The alternative is to let it roam about the ship,” Ranboo argued, his voice pitching upward 
slightly. “And possibly break even more things, and, oh, I don’t know, kill us. We still don’t 
know what it’s capable of, and you want to let it out, without a way to communicate with it?” 


“What if it was an endrian kit, Ranboo?” Phil said. “Would you still have the same opinion?” 


“Tf a feral endrian kit was in one of the cells aboard the ship, unable to understand Galactic 
and with none of us able to speak Vohlish to them, I would!” 


“T thought you were supposed to be on my side,” Tubbo insisted. “It’s not feral, it’s sentient. 
It’s sapient. I had a full conversation with it before it got distressed. It asked me to leave, for 
stars sake. I wouldn’t call that feral.” 


“It didn’t have a conversation with Techno,” Ranboo said. 


“Don’t drag me into this.” 


“You don’t believe me, do you? Even though I to/d you that it was speaking, and that it was 
responding, and that the translator worked?” Tubbo buzzed his wings and let himself rise in 
the air until he was eye level with Ranboo, furious. 


“This isn’t about that!” Ranboo protested, taking a step back and flattening his ears back. 
“This is about you wanting to let loose a completely unknown, incredibly dangerous creature 
that we have no guarantee won’t kill us!” 


“Boys—* Phil started to say, obviously sensing the growing tension in the air between the 
two of them. 


“Tt’s not going to kill us!” Tubbo insisted. 


“You don’t know that!” 


“Boys—* 


“Giving it a means to communicate, thoroughly, gives us a much higher chance of survival if 
it does try to kill us,” Wilbur says. “We don’t have to keep the translator in the room with it, 
we just need to keep it nearby for it to work.” 


“So you do agree that it might kill us,” Ranboo says, sounding relieved. 


“Tt’s not—* 


“Boys!” 


Tubbo snapped his mouth shut, bristling as he turned to face Phil, wings still buzzing 
furiously to keep himself aloft. The elytrian too, was bristling, more out of annoyance than 
anger, though, with his twitching feathers and half flared wings. 


“We are not giving the terran a translator, for now,” Phil said, “we also aren’t letting the 
terran out of the containment cell, for now. That'll be something we deal with down the road. 
For the moment, Wilbur can communicate with him enough to get by. Long-term, who 
knows. We aren’t letting it out right now, but we aren’t keeping it in the cell for the rest of its 
life, I can tell you that much.” 


(4 ‘But— 9. 


“You can’t—” 


“Enough,” Phil cut both Wilbur and Tubbo off before they could really get started. “Again, 
this is the short-term plan. It’s just for now, I promise. We’ll figure out what to do later on 
when it comes down to it.” 


Techno barked a short laugh. “Yeah, maybe we’ ll sell it on Kinoko. I’m sure there’s a 
hundred people who can’t wait to get their hands on their own personal terran.” 
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“We’re not selling it like a pet 


“Tommy, did you finish your final report?” Sam called, busy from where he was trying to 
wrestle Fran away from the stove. Hannah was, of course, being no help by trying to coax the 
dog closer with a strip of bacon. 


“Yeah!” Tommy said back, even though he definitely hadn’t. That’s why his laptop was in 
front of him, though, and that’s why he was typing a mile a minute to try to finish the damn 
thing. His father seemed unconvinced, frowning over at Tommy’s place at the dining table 
momentarily, before returning to his job of wrestling Fran out of the kitchen. 


Footsteps thunder down the nearby staircase in quick succession, the still-in-pajamas form of 
Boomer appearing soon after, darting into the kitchen and grabbing a handful of bacon 
already finished cooking off the counter. The young boy moved to dash back up the stairs, 
but halted as soon as they saw the look on his dad’s face. 


“At least get a plate,” Sam said, sounding exasperated, and Boomer grinned sheepishly in 
response. 


Boomer did, however, do just that, grabbing a plate from the cabinet before darting for the 
stairs once more. 


1? 


“Don’t forget, yours and Hannah’s tournament is next Saturday!” Sam called as Boomer 


went. 


“IT know, Dad!” came their reply, the boy already long gone up the stairs, just as loudly as his 
way down. 


“Did you shower last night?” 


“Ves ! 99 


Sam glanced at Hannah for confirmation, who rolled her eyes. “They didn’t,” she said 
simply. 


“Go take a shower!” Sam called upstairs. 


“Hannah! Stop snitching!” 


The girl shrugged, taking a bite of her own bacon before hopping off the counter. “I'll go 
make sure he does, even if I have to lock him in the bathroom.” 


“Tell them they can wear one of my hoodies if they spend at least fifteen minutes in there 
instead of five,” Tommy said without looking up from his computer. He knew Boomer would 
take him up on that. Considering that Tommy was eight inches taller than his younger 
brother, the sweatshirt would absolutely swamp the boy. Just how Boomer tended to like it. 


They’ve taken him up on the offer dozens of times, and Tommy had lost more than one 
hoodie to his little brother because of that. 


Hannah nodded and went upstairs to pass on the news, much calmer and slower than Boomer 
had. Now that she wasn’t trying to tempt Fran with the bacon, Sam managed to finally get the 
dog out of the kitchen with much less of a struggle. 


Tommy, though, wasn’t paying attention to that. He had a report to finish. 


“Wasn’t that report due last week, Tommy?” Sam asked, making the teen freeze in his typing. 


“Yeah?” Tommy said, smiling guiltily up at his father as Sam started making a plate of 
breakfast for himself. Tommy’s own plate was to the right of his laptop, untouched. 


“And you didn’t turn it in.” It wasn’t a question. 


“And you haven’t proposed to Ponk yet,” Tommy snarked back, turning his gaze back to his 
laptop. “We both haven’t done something we were supposed to do.” 


Sam laughed, sounding more surprised than anything else. “You weren’t supposed to know 
about that.” 


“The ring is sitting in the first drawer in your nightstand next to your bed,” Tommy said 
briskly. “It wasn’t hard to find. I’m surprised Ponk hasn’t found it yet, really. Out of all the 
places, your nightstand on your side of the bed was your first choice? Rookie mistake.” 


“You shouldn’t be going through my things, you know,” Sam said, but given the smile on his 
face and how he looked like he was trying not to laugh, Tommy didn’t take him seriously. 


“T didn’t find it, Hannah did.” Tommy shrugged. “And she told all five of us. Not that we 
didn’t expect it eventually, of course. Nice choice on the band by the way. Silver and gold 
patterning? Very visually appealing.” 


“You kids are impossible,” Sam sighed, though lightheartedly, as he sat down at the dining 
table across from Tommy. 


“You love us,” Tommy said, without looking up. “It’s too late to return us anyhow. The foster 
system has a return policy of a year, you’ve waited too long.” 


Sam laughed again, and Tommy cracked a smile of his own, glancing up, away from his 
laptop screen and meeting his father’s eyes. 


Except— 


He’s gone. 


Tommy furrowed his brows, glancing around the room, even turning in his chair to check 
behind him, but Sam is gone. His dad is gone. Yet he can still hear him, laughing. 


“Sam?” Tommy asked, confusion lacing his tone. “Dad?” 


The laughter didn’t stop, even as Tommy turned the right way around in his chair and glanced 
at the chair where he could’ve sworn Sam had been sitting not movements ago. There was 
just the gray painted wall, and an empty chair, but— 


The walls weren’t gray. The walls of their kitchen were green, they had painted them when 
Tommy was in his first year of high school after he had managed to bring his grade in foreign 
language from a D to a B. The walls weren’t supposed to be gray, but they were. 


This wasn’t right. 


The staircase was gone, now, Tommy realized, replaced by a thick black fog. He could no 
longer hear the twins from their room upstairs. 


“Hannah?” Tommy called, standing up from his chair. “Boomer? Dad?” 


The laughter was growing louder now, but there was still no sign of the source of it. It still 
sounded like Sam’s voice, but it was quickly becoming distorted, glitchy, out of place. 


Tommy glanced back down at his laptop, and froze to see a completely white screen. No 
Google Docs page, no report almost finished being written on the screen, nothing. Just white. 


The laughter cut out all of the sudden, thrusting Tommy into silence. Then a voice that 
sounded like his father’s, but it was no longer laughing, said into his ear, desperate, 
concerned, pleading— 


“Wake up.” 


Tommy snapped open his eyes with a gasp, a jolt going through his whole body. His fingers 
tightened on the blanket that was pulled over him, every inch of him aching with pain. The 
blanket’s foreign texture clued him in on where he was immediately, but that didn’t stop him 
from ripping it off of his head and taking in his surroundings. 


He was still in the stupid cell, his makeshift cage. He was still trapped, stuck, out in space. 


Tommy was breathing heavily, staring dully at the room he was in. His mouth was dry, 
tongue doing very little to moisten, and his head pounded with every rapid beat of his heart. 
His stomach growled, swirling with nausea as the room began to spin. 


He felt like shit, but that wasn’t new. 


Tommy pulled the blanket back over himself and curled his legs tight to his chest, panting 
into the air like an overheated dog. His throat was scratchy, jaw ached, broken and missing 
fingernails stung, missing toe throbbing with phantom pain. 


It was just a dream. That was all it had been. Just a dream, or a nightmare, depending on the 
way you looked at it. Yet even with how fucked up it became, how unsettling it was at the 
end, it sends a shockwave of longing through his chest. 


He wanted to go home. 


But he couldn’t. 


The aliens hadn’t fed him yesterday, not after the whole “breaking the speaker-box”’ fiasco. 
They were probably mad at him, which Tommy couldn’t say he didn’t expect. Punishing him 
by taking away food wasn’t the worst thing in the world, they could’ve done a lot worse. 


Tommy could go a few more days without food, but he really really hoped they brought him 
some water soon. He was definitely dehydrated now, or at least more so than he had been 
before, and he felt absolutely miserable because of it. 


On the old ship, if he or the other humans on board ever started feeling sick, the stupid aliens 
would eventually figure it out and give them some gold apple-looking thing and make them 
eat it. They would always start feeling better within a day or two after that. 


He didn’t know if these aliens knew that, though. Or if these aliens even had the gold apple- 
looking thing. Tommy didn’t know what the fuck was in those apples, but it did miracles for 
the sick humans on board the last ship. One of the non-english speaking humans had been 
hacking blood at one point, and two days after being forced to eat the gold apple, they had 
been fine. 


They had gotten sick a lot on the last ship, it seemed. Tommy was forced to eat a lot of those 
golden apples, (gold apples? gapples? gapples), and so were everyone else. Eventually the 
aliens just shot them with some kind of needle-gun looking thing a couple dozen times, and 
they stopped getting sick a little while later. At least one of the others had gotten really sick 
from the needles, though, and ended up dying even after they were given a gapple. 


Tommy wondered if he’d get a gapple here if his new owners realized he was sick. He wasn’t 
exactly looking forward to that, though. The gapples tasted awful, way too sweet and they 
made him really dizzy. 


He wasn’t sick now, though. He was just dehydrated. And hungry. That was it, surely. 


Hopefully. 


Tommy wheezed and pulled the blanket tighter around himself, shivering. He felt more like 
shit than usual, that was for sure, but it was just dehydration and lack of food. That was all it 
was. That was all it had to be, because if he really was sick, Tommy didn’t know what he 
would do. 


He couldn’t imagine that these aliens would go out of their way to adopt him as their new pet 
only to let him die from getting sick right afterwards. That didn’t seem like something they 
would do. But then again, he had broken their translating thing, so maybe they would out of 
spite. Aliens didn’t have morals, not these ones anyway. 


A near-silent whoosh cut through his thoughts, making Tommy lift his head and angle it 
toward the door. The weird transparent green door had slid upwards a bit, a tray full of the 
weird purple meat pushed through, as well as a few pouches of water. 


He swallowed, and his throat was tight, dry and cracked. His bones ached, and head spun, 
especially as he pulled himself a little more upright. He could see the edge of Bony Fuck’s 
spiky tail, or that’s at least roughly what looked like it. 


Tommy pushed his arms underneath himself, ignoring the spinning room and the blanket 
falling from his shoulders. He shakily, unsteadily, forced himself to his feet, back into his 
usual crouching walk. With how much he was using his hands to brace himself on the floor 
when he got too dizzy, he might as well be crawling at this point. 


It was Bony Fuck who delivered the food, as it turned out, dark eyes staring at Tommy 
unblinkingly. The spikes on its tail rattled as it swished it to the side, out of reach of the door. 


Tommy only glanced at the alien for a moment before refocusing on the food and water. 
There was a larger amount of purple cubes than there normally was when they fed him, just 
like there were two pouches of water instead of one. Perhaps they felt guilty for not feeding 
him yesterday like they normally did? 


Ha, yeah right. 


Just looking at the meat made his stomach churn worse, his hunger squishing down into even 
more nausea at the sight of it. 


He didn’t know how Bony Fuck would react to him refusing food. Likely it wouldn’t take it 
well, considering it was probably mad about the speaker thing like Pig Bastard had been. 
Tommy just didn’t think he could force down the meat today, especially with how tight and 
choked his throat felt. 


He just needed to drink some water, that was all. He’d be fine in the morning, just as long as 
he drank plenty of water. 


Tommy took the water pouches slowly, ignoring his shaking hands and aching, painful 
movements. Bony Fuck’s ear-fin things flattened as it saw him do so, but Tommy paid the 
alien no mind, just popped open a pouch and sucked down it’s contents as fast as he could. 


The water did little to moisten the inside of his mouth, his tongue still dry and throat still 
scratchy. He didn’t dare drink the other pouch, though. He had to ration it, especially if the 
aliens were going to take longer between feedings now. 


Tommy didn’t spare another glance at Bony Fuck, exhaustion tugging at his bones with 
another fierce ache. Every inch of his body throbbed in pain as he slowly walked/crawled 
back to his mound of blankets. 


He shoved the water pouch away from the nest, but kept it within reach, before climbing back 
into his blanket pile. He was still shivering like crazy, despite the sliminess of his sweaty 
hands, so he pulled some of the fabric over himself and laid back down. 


Tommy wasn’t sick. He was fine. He had to be fine. He just needed to drink plenty of water. 
That was all this was. 


That was all this was. 


gratitude is a sickness suffered by the dogs 


The universe hated him. 


Tommy had come to this conclusion quite a while ago, actually. Probably back when he first 
got abducted and woke up on the other ship. He’d forgotten how much exactly the universe 
hated him, though, until this very moment. 


He was very much sick. 


Denial could only get him so far, and when he woke up again, feeling infinitely worse than he 
had the first time, he’d finally accepted it. 


Mucus clogged his throat, his nose, making it almost impossible to breathe. He kept hacking 
up globs of snot that were oddly reddish in color, which was concerning. Every part of his 


body ached, sending sparks of pain through him every single time he so much as twitched. 


Sweat beaded along his forehead even as he shivered violently. He’d pulled all the blankets 
of his pile over himself but it still wasn’t enough to stop the shivering. 


Just looking at the chunks of purple meat still laying on the tray made his stomach churn. The 
second pouch of water was already gone, drank quickly in a half-asleep attempt to make 
himself feel better. It worked wonders, obviously. 


Ha, Tommy didn’t know he still could be sarcastic after all the shit the universe put him 
through. Good to know he still had it. 


His chest tightened, and Tommy gave way into another coughing fit, watching globs of 
mucus splatter limply on the ground with specks of red and black shit in them. That wasn’t 
good, he knew, but it wasn’t like he could do anything about it. It wasn’t like he could just 
grab his phone and call someone to take him to the doctor. It wasn’t like he could go to a 
hospital for them to help him. 


He was in fucking space. He didn’t have a phone, didn’t have anyone who could 
conveniently take him to a doctor. The best he had was the hope that his new owners would 


notice his sickness and give him one of those gapple things. If they would even care about 
him getting sick at all. 


They should care, right? Even if they were pissed about the translating thing? You don’t just 
adopt a dog and then let it get sick and die without trying to help it or take it to the vet. Surely 
the aliens would do something. Hopefully they would do something. 


Tommy had ran out of hope a long time ago, though. 


He curled tighter into his blankets, still shivering violently. Sweat made his hair stick to his 
forehead, made what remained of his clothes stick to his skin. He was so fucking cold, yet 
was sweating like he had just spent hours outside on a hot summer day. 


Clear indications of a fever. Not that he could do anything with that information. 


Tip-tap. Tip-tap. Buzzing. 


Tommy twitched, a weak attempt to lift his head that failed miserably. The moment he moved 
it even slightly sent the room spinning dangerously and for pain to throb from his forehead, 
so he stopped before he even really begun. 


Those were Bee’s footsteps though, and the buzzing was a clear indication of it too. He 
hadn’t seen it since he yelled at it to fuck off, since it told him exactly how far away Earth 
was. 


The footsteps paused right outside the door to his cell, like they always did, but the buzzing 
only got louder. A quiet series of clicking noises came from the door, came from where Bee 
was. 


Tommy didn’t bother with a response, glaring at the sliver of the doorway that he could 
actually see. Bee started clicking at him again when it didn’t hear him say anything, this time 
mixing a few more whooping noises in with the clicks. 


Again, Tommy didn’t bother trying to respond. Whatever he did say would only hurt his raw 
throat even further, and it wasn’t like the alien would be able to understand him like before. 
He’d broken the translating thing, so Bee wouldn’t understand a word he said. 


The bottom of the door slid up, and a tiny, dark, thin hand that held only four fingers reached 
in, grabbing the tray that Bony Fuck had left and pulling it out of the room. Tommy sighed. 
He hadn’t eaten the food, so now he was being punished for it. It wasn’t his fault that he 
didn’t have an appetite, but it wasn’t like he could tell Bee or any of the other aliens that. 


There was... a weird sound that followed from outside the door. Like a bunch of tiny wet 
plops. Then a noise that was almost akin to wrinkling plastic bags. 


A moment later, the tray was pushed back into the room, this time with a larger mound of the 
purple cubes. As well as not one, not two, but three water pouches. 


Tommy licks his lips to moisten them, debating with himself if he wants to endure the 
worsening aches to get up and get the water pouches. Drinking water was supposed to help 
you when you were sick, he knew that, but everything fucking hurts and he didn’t know if he 
wanted to deal with it to get that water. 


And Bee gave him more food, but despite how hungry he was, the thought of eating sent 
another roll of nausea through him, and he didn’t even give it another thought. At least they 
gave him food again. Tommy had been worried that after he broke their stupid box, they 
wouldn’t feed him for a while as punishment. The other aliens did that when he bit the tall, 
dark fucker that was the same species as Oreo for the first time. 


These aliens were feeding him, though, even though he had broken their translator thing. 
That would be great, if Tommy actually had the means and want to eat the food. 


Bee made more whooping noises when Tommy didn’t get up to retrieve the water or food 
right away. If Tommy hadn’t known better, he would’ve thought that those particular whoops 
sounded worried, or anxious. But Tommy did know better, considering the fact that he had no 
fucking clue what the alien’s tone inflections were supposed to mean. 


Just because it sounded worried to Tommy’s human brain didn’t mean that it was actually 
worried, and what was it worried for exactly? Him? That’s fucking ridiculous. 


Though, Tommy did suppose that if he was still at home and Fran suddenly stopped eating, 
he would be pretty worried. And he was these aliens’ equivalent of a dog, technically. It 
wasn’t that bizarre of an idea that it would be concerned if its newly bought pet stopped 
eating, especially when he’d been scarfing down that shit not that long ago. 


Kind of weird that the alien had similar tonal inflections that humans did. 


Tommy still made no move to, well, move. His head spun when he tried to lift it and his body 
hurt too badly to even consider trying to get up and do that uncomfortable crouching walk 
that he was so used to doing nowadays. 


He’d get the water... later. When his the room stopped swaying. Yeah. That sounded like a 
good plan. 


The door whirred, and then Tommy’s eyes widened as the transparent green bit vanished 
completely. 


And in stepped Bee. 


Or flew, would be a more accurate description of what Bee was doing. 


The alien was hovering a few inches off the ground, wings buzzing too quickly for Tommy to 
see. Its too-large, too-dark eyes stared directly at Tommy from where he was curled into his 
blankets. Its mandibles clicked and rubbed against each other as Bee tilted its head to the 
side. It made another little whoop noise, one of the ones that sounded concerned, but this one 
was pitched upwards slightly, like a question. 


Tommy was frozen, scared stiff and staring at it. Even though he had to be a foot and a half 
taller than this thing, and it was built like a twig, he didn’t think he could take it in this state, 
not when every movement was painful. If it decided to attack him, Tommy was completely 
and utterly screwed. 


It didn’t attack him, though. Just stared at him back for a moment. Then— 


“Hallo?” it asked in its weirdly accented version of English, staring at Tommy expectantly. It 
flew a bit closer, and Tommy could only stare at it, trying to keep as still as possible. 


It flew closer, too close for Tommy’s liking, and he pulled back his lips in a silent snarl, 
showing off his teeth that always seemed to make the aliens around him uncomfortable. Bee 
paused for a moment, antenna twitching. 


Then one of its hands was reaching forward, thin as a twig and with only three fingers and a 
thumb instead of the usual four. It was reaching forward, and towards Tommy. 


Tommy flinched backwards and growled, ignoring the way the noise scraped against his dry, 
raw throat and the way the flinch set spikes of pain through his whole body. Bee froze in 
place, hand hovering maybe only a foot or two away from the only exposed part of Tommy’s 
body, his head. 


If it came any closer, Tommy didn’t give a fuck if Bee was one of the only somewhat nice 
aliens on the ship, he was not afraid to bite this fucker. It was about time that they realized 
why his old owners muzzled him. 


Would he be upset if they muzzled him again? Yeah, of course he would. He liked being able 
to open and close his mouth again, who wouldn’t after months or years of having it kept in 
one position near constantly? Didn’t matter, though. He may beg like a dog, be beat like a 
dog, be kept in a kennel like a dog, but he refused to be pet like one. If he had to bite like one, 
then so be it. 


Bee seemed to get the hint, though, meaning there was no biting required, not today. The 
alien pulled back its hand and flew backwards a few feet, giving Tommy more space. Its 
mandibles clicked together again, and it glanced down at the tray on the ground that Tommy 
hadn’t gone for yet, tilting its head the other way like a confused puppy. 


Then, it reached down and grabbed his tray. Tommy sighed internally. This was it, he didn’t 
take the food the first or second time it was given to him, nor had he gone for the water, so 
they were taking it away. He could live for a little while longer without water. Being sick 
didn’t make him die of thirst in less than a day, he’d be fine. 


But Bee didn’t take away the tray, or move to go towards the door at all. Instead, it flew a bit 
closer to Tommy and set the tray down not far from him. Tommy stared, wide-eyed, as Bee 
made eye contact with him and just... pushed at the tray. It seemed like just enough force to 
send the tray sliding along the smooth ground with a scraping noise, coming to a halt at the 
edge of Tommy’s blanket nest, perfectly within reach. 


Tommy blinked at the tray, and then up at Bee, who was still hovering nearby, wings flicking 
rapidly. The buzzing soothed Tommy’s nerves, the sound not as unfamiliar to him as most of 
the other alien sounds he’d heard in his time in space. 


Bee’s antenna waved at him, swaying from side to side a couple of times, and the alien 
tapped its three fingers on it’s chest, opposable thumb tucked into its palm. It was some kind 
of gesture, clearly, one that Tommy had no fucking clue how to understand. 


It said something, words that Tommy had no way of understanding without the translating 
box that was now shattered into pieces along the floor of Tommy’s cell. Bee didn’t 
acknowledge the broken shards, though, just tapped its fingers on its chest again before flying 
right out of the door again. 


A second later, the green transparent thing was back, walling Tommy off from the outside of 
his cell. 


It was only then that he realized that if he had been stronger, if he hadn’t been sick, that very 
moment would’ve been his way out, his escape. 


Not like he could do anything about it now, though. 


Tommy forced on of his hands to move, and he managed to grasp one of the water pouches 
from the tray with shaking, weak hands. As the stale, room temperature water trickled down 
his throat, he couldn’t help but wonder... 


If he had been healthy, if he had been capable of body slamming the fragile-looking Bee, 
who’d been nothing but kind to him so far, into the wall and running out the door, would he 
have done it? 


Would he have hurt the one alien who seemed to like him? The one alien that didn’t give 
Tommy reminders of the last ship he was on, where he’d been tortured? Would he have hurt 
the alien who had apologized to him after telling him how far away Earth really was? 


Tommy didn’t know, and that was what scared him. 


fever dreams and distant screams 


The terran wasn’t eating. 


Tubbo had been taken off guard when Wilbur had informed them at first, the phant having 
said that the terran hadn’t gone immediately for the food when he gave it to it like normal, 
that it had only gone for the water. The others had dismissed it as odd, but hadn’t been 
worried about it like Tubbo and Wilbur had been. 


He’d tried to just brush it off as well, figuring that the terran would just eat later, surely. But 
when Tubbo had gone to bring the terran its second meal of the cycle, he’d been shocked to 
find the tray of meat untouched. 


Tubbo then gave the terran its second round of food, putting it on top of the original pieces in 
hopes that the sight of more food would entice it to eat. Yet that didn’t do anything either, the 
terran remaining stubbornly still in its nesting. 


Nethira, the terran had even stayed in its nesting when Tubbo came into its cell. It hadn’t 
even moved. It had stared at him, sure, but it hadn’t actually moved whatsoever. Not even 
when he slid the tray closer to it. 


Sure, it had growled when Tubbo went to touch it, but in all honesty he didn’t blame it for 
being defensive. It was still in an unfamiliar situation, and since it broke the translator, Tubbo 
didn’t have a way to communicate his good intentions. 


There was something wrong with the terran. Tubbo was sure of it. 


In any other circumstances, Tubbo was sure that the terran would have attacked him and fled 
from the cell the moment the door opened. Not because it was dangerous, or violent, but 
because it was scared. Tubbo would do the same thing in its situation. 


There had to be something wrong with the terran if it wasn’t taking food, and if it wasn’t 
being aggressive. Something had to be wrong. 


The only problem was going to be trying to convince the others that there was something 
wrong. Stars know they probably wouldn’t believe him, considering even Ranboo hadn’t 


believed him when he tried to tell them about the terran being sapient. Even though Ranboo 
and him had been partners for ages, had relied on one another for ages. Far longer than they 
had even known the other members aboard the Esbiai. Yet Ranboo refused to trust him on 
this. 


He couldn’t turn to Ranboo for help on this, not when the endrian wouldn’t trust him over the 
sapience of the terran species. He’d have to figure something else out. 


Tubbo clicked his mandibles together thoughtfully, hovering just outside of view of the cell. 
He didn’t want to unnerve the terran by loitering around the outside of the door. That 
probably wouldn’t be good for trying to get it to trust him. 


There was something wrong with the terran, clearly. It didn’t make much sense for it to go 
from eating everything they put in front of it to refusing food and barely getting up for water. 
It could be any number of things, really, Tubbo didn’t know the normal for terrans. It could 
be preparing to hibernate like piglins and aldorians do, but that wouldn’t explain the refusal 
of food. If anything, it should be eating more if that were the case. 


Tubbo didn’t know what was wrong with it, and it wasn’t like he could just research them. 
There wasn’t a lot known about terrans in general. They’re species, while obviously 
intelligent, had never made it out of their solar system alive. Stronger planetary powers had 
travelled to Terra to observe. 


But the results of the observations had never been released to the public, nor had the 
knowledge of which powers had gone to investigate. It was obvious who had to have done it, 
especially considering Asempii having kidnapped and tortured twenty-four terrans. 


All of the planetary powers who had significant influence would have gone to investigate 
Terra. Asempii. Kinoko. Ely. Vohid— 


Vohid. 


Ranboo grew up on Vohid. He was the son of two high-ranking council members, after all, 
and that was the main reason they couldn’t return to Vohid, at least not with Ranboo on the 
ship. The mandatory search of all ships going through vohidrian airspace would get Ranboo 
caught and taken right back to the hell of a blanket that Tubbo had spent so long trying to get 
him off. 


His suspicion of the terran could be just because of natural distrust, of trying to protect the 
rest of the crew. Endrians weren’t a very pack-oriented species, but when they considered 
someone pack, they were very protective and possessive. 


But it also could be because Vohid, a very powerful planetary government, likely sent in 
many ships to investigate and observe terrans. And the results of those investigations 
wouldn’t be given to the public but into high-ranking officials. It wasn’t crazy to think that 
Ranboo would have access to that information when he was still living on Vohid. 


Ranboo knew something about terrans that the rest of the crew didn’t, and it was information 
that he was unwilling to share if he hadn’t said anything even after several cycles of the 
terran being aboard the Esbiai. 


Tubbo wasn’t going to pry, not if he could get his information another way. 


Vohid was a very prideful place. Very snooty, very arrogant, and way too confident in their 
own abilities. Yet for occupying one of the largest planets in the euridian galaxy, and having 
two sapient species on the planet, they weren’t very good at checking their security systems. 
Or checking anything, really. Being too proud was its downfall in the political universe. 


Tubbo had broken into vohidrian systems before, to get Ranboo off-planet. Sure, it had been 
ages ago now, but he could do it again. Especially when Vohid had more information then 
they did about terrans, and they currently had a terran on their ship. 


There was something wrong with the terran, and Tubbo intended to find out what it was. 


There was something wrong with the terran. 


All things considered, Wilbur should have come to this conclusion when it first refused food. 
At the time, he’d dismissed it as just a fluke. Yet when he went back to its containment cell 
the next cycle, a new tray of food ready for it, he found that the tray he had given it was 
untouched, and even had double the amount of neequa on it than there had been before, likely 
from Tubbo feeding it like he said he would. 


But that was just it, the food was still there. 


For the past few cycles, the terran would scarf down anything they put in front of it. For it to 
go from eating everything they gave it to suddenly ignoring food completely, there must be 
something wrong. Seriously wrong. 


No one changed behavior without something around it changing as well. Sure, it could be 
explained away as emotional distress, especially considering Tubbo had apparently told it 
about how far away they were from Terra, but Wilbur didn’t think that was the cause. It 
seemed too easy to just blame it on being upset. 


Wilbur was willing to bet it was sick. 


It didn’t seem to far off to assume that the terran had been exposed to a virus or bacteria that 
the he and the rest of the crew were immune to. It wasn’t like the entire ship was sterilized. It 
also could be from the food, though considering neequa was what the terran was primarily 
fed on the poachers’ ship without much effect, he doubted that was the case. 


So, the terran was likely sick with a common illness that it caught from the rest of the crew, 
all of whom must be immune to it and were carrying it around unknowingly. That still wasn’t 
a very specific list. Immunizations against intergalactic disease was widespread, and almost 
every pathogen across the hundreds of planets that had sapient species on them had been 
either immunized against or completely destroyed. 


Honestly, how all the terrans hadn’t died on the poachers ship from exposure to the diseases 
that were likely aboard was beyond Wilbur. 


Trying to diagnose what disease the terran had caught would be next to impossible without 
taking it out of its containment cell and put into the medbay. He needed to scan it to find 
exactly what pathogen had infected it, but they didn’t have a comparable, healthy terran scan 
to compare it to. The only terrans that had ever been scanned in recorded history were all 
dead, preserved corpses that made it to distant space where they were found by various 
ships. 


At least— 


Those were the only terrans that had ever been scanned in recorded history. Asemp1i 
definitely didn’t put on record that they paid poachers to abduct and torture a bunch of terrans 
to see what made them tick. 


It was a stretch, but maybe the poachers had scanned one of the twenty-four terrans that they 
had in their possession. 


Man, Wilbur was glad that he had managed to download all of the poacher’s files before they 
detached from the ship and started on their way to Kinoko. 


He would have to come up with a way to scan the terran anyhow. Techno would think 
moving it would be too dangerous to risk. Phil would likely agree with him on getting it 


scanned, but figuring out a “proper plan” so they weren’t “just winging it and hoping for the 
best” as Phil liked to say, could take too long. 


If Wilbur wanted to do this, he’d have to do it on his own, without the rest of the crew 
knowing. 


How exactly he was going to get the terran to the medbay, across the ship, without the rest of 
the crew being alerted was the new problem. Especially if the terran decided to be as loud as 
it was when they were trying to get it from the nackye crate it was in on the poachers ship. 


Hm. He’d actually have to think about this one, then. He couldn’t just go in and snatch the 
terran to get it to the medbay while the rest of the crew were asleep. 


See, Phil? Wilbur could plan things. He would make a plan, execute it, and then rub it in 
Phil’s face whenever the elytrian called him an impulsive little fledgling again. 


Yeah, that’s what he’d do. 


And hopefully he could figure out a plan soon. The terran wasn’t looking that great. 


The lights were red. 


An eerie siren rang in Tommy’s ears, loud and unforgiving against his sensitive eardrums. 
The flashing lights only illuminated the room every other second, leaving it so dark that he 
couldn’t even see his hand in front of his face when the lights turned off. 


He was back on the first ship, the one with the other aliens, his first owners. Except this time, 
he wasn’t in a cage. For the first time in all of the time he’d been on the ship, he was free to 
stand, to stretch, to run. Yet his legs seemed frozen in place, frozen in time, keeping him oh 
so still standing in the middle of the room even when every instinct screamed at him to bolt. 


The cages were full, he realized. They were the empty, haunting things that he had spent so 
long seeing every time he woke up, knowing that he was the only one left. These cages had 
people in them, a person in every single one, gagged and bound just like he had been. 


Tommy couldn’t remember escaping, couldn’t remember how he had torn his bindings and 
rid himself of the muzzle and broken out of the cage. It didn’t matter, though, because he was 
free. And these other people, some staring at him with wide, tear-filled eyes, were not. 


He should run. He should hide. Before their owners— the aliens find that he had escaped. If 
he hid for a while, he could come break them out later. Yet his feet refused to move, didn’t 
budge an inch. He was completely and utterly frozen in place. 


Tommy couldn’t leave them behind. He couldn’t leave them to their fate. 


Finally, his feet moved, and he ran to the nearest crate, tugging at the door. The person inside 
was small, smaller than him, and was completely still inside. He tugged harder, and the lock 
shattered into billions of tiny pieces with the force, the shards disappearing soon after. 


Tommy didn’t focus on it, instead reaching inside blindly for the person. “Hey!” He hissed 
sharply, quietly in a near-whisper. “Get up! We need to go! Get up!” 


He shook their shoulder as hard as he could, trying to get them to snap out of it. They were 
turned away from him, laying limp and unresponsive to his shaking. 


“Get up!” Tommy whispered desperately, shoving at them again, this time hard enough to roll 
them from their front onto their back. And— 


He froze. 


Boomer’s face stared back at him, eyes empty and glazed, bleached white hair handing in 
limp strands. His little brother was muzzled like he had been, hands bound like Tommy had 
been, and was— 


They looked dead. 


No. 


No no no no nononono— 


“Boomer?” His voice was choked, weak. He couldn’t— he— “Boomer? This is fucking 
funny, big man. Get up. Get up right now.” 


Boomer’s eyes remained dead, lifeless, gray. Staring up at Tommy blankly as if there was 
nothing truly there. It— it couldn’t be right. Boomer wasn’t dead. What was Boomer even 
doing here? They were back on earth, all of them were back on earth. Boomer wasn’t dead, 
he was fine. 


Tommy snatched his hand back anyway, breath speeding up until he was practically 
hyperventilating. He squeezed his eyes shut, opening them again a moment later. Boomer 
was still there, stiff and unmoving, staring at him. Tommy did it again, and his little brother 
was still there. 


“No—” Tommy’s voice bordered on a sob, and his hands flew up to his head, smacking 
himself, hard. “No no no no, it’s not real. It’s not real!” he cried desperately, eyes slamming 


shut again. It couldn’t be real. It couldn’t. It wasn’t real. None of this was real. Boomer 
wasn’t dead. Boomer wasn’t here. 


When Tommy opened his eyes again, tears leaking steadily from them now, Boomer was 
gone. And in their place was Alex, looking just the same. Eyes dead, body stiff, limp, staring 
off into nothing but also directly at Tommy at the same time. 


“No!” Tommy shrieked, and his knees gave out, slamming into the metal floor with a 
resounding clang that shook the whole room. He hit himself in the head with his palms, 
sobbing, his eyes shut tightly once more. “No! You’re not real!” 


The floor suddenly disappeared from underneath him, and Tommy screamed as he began to 
fall, tumbling through empty air as if there was no ground at all. When his eyes snapped 
open, he was tumbling through a void, speckled with stars. 


Oxygen was stolen from his lungs in an instant, and Tommy gasped, the scream that had been 
ready to tear out of his mouth suddenly dying on his lips. He choked, hands flying to his neck 
as he pinwheeled through the air, or rather, the nothing. 


It felt like mucus had stuck itself into his throat, filling up his airway completely. He didn’t 
have the air to cough, didn’t have the ability to dislodge it. Tommy made a strangled noise, 


fingers digging into the skin of his neck and scratching at it desperately, as though he could 
break skin and dig out the offending object itself. 


His lungs burned. The image of Boomer’s and Alex’s dead eyes permanently etched into his 
sight, even though his eyes were open. Tears continued to pour down his cheeks, rolling 
down his face and getting into his mouth to the point he could taste the salt. 


Every inch of his body felt too hot, too everything. Even pinwheeling through space, through 
nothing, he felt trapped, constricted. He gasped for air, choking as it got caught in his throat 
and never made it down to his lungs. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t breathe. 


“You left us behind,” someone murmured, somehow right into his ear and yet echoing all 
around him, both quiet as a mouse and booming loud like thunder on a quiet night. It sounded 
— it was Sam. It sounded like Sam. 


Tommy spun, blinking rapidly and trying to clear his vision of the tears that blurred it. He 
couldn’t find Sam. He wanted Sam. He wanted his dad. His dad would help, he’d been a 
volunteer firefighter for a while, he knew CPR. He would help him— 


“You left us behind,” Sam said, and— he sounded angry. He sounded really angry. Angrier 
than Tommy had ever heard him be, at least directed towards him. It only made the tears 


come faster. 


I didn t! he wanted to cry. I didn t mean to! Please! 


But his throat was clogged, his voice couldn’t make it out even if it wasn’t. Tommy couldn’t 
breathe, he couldn’t breathe. 


“You left us!” Sam’s voice boomed. 


I didn t mean to! Help me! Help me please! Dad! 


Invisible hands grabbed Tommy’s shoulders, shaking him violently, fingers digging into his 
muscle. He could hear a— a bird. A bird? Tommy was crying too hard to think too hard on it. 
But that was definitely a bird. 


The invisible bird shook him harder, and then a sudden burst of light blinded him. 


oh hey fever 
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Tommy peeled open his eyes as claws dig into the muscle of his shoulder, not hard enough to 
make him bleed, but hard enough to hurt. The light of his cell was blinding compared to the 
soothing darkness of his eyelids, and everything was hazy anyways. Keeping his eyes open 
just didn’t seem worth it. 


He closed them again, only to then grunt as the hands on his shoulders shook him harder. 
There was a bird chirping nearby, almost frantically. 


It sounded like Bird. The alien. The one Tommy hadn’t seen since they originally adopted 
him from the other alien’s ship. 


Tommy groaned, but forced his eyes open again, this time able to see a little better. He was, 
in fact, able to see Bird hovering over him, shiny golden and black feathers framing the clear 
skin of its rather human-looking face. If you took away some of the the feathers, gave it a 


proper nose, and made the whites of its startlingly bright blue eyes a bit more prominent, then 
it could probably pass as a human just fine. 


His chest still burned with an awful ache, something that carried over from his nightmare. 
His airway still felt clogged with mucus, and— 


Oh, he still couldn’t breathe. 


Tommy made a choked noise, eyes flaring wide. He couldn’t— he couldn’t fucking breathe. 
Oh fuck. 


Bird seemed to notice this, chirping worriedly, and it suddenly flipped him over with more 
strength than Tommy even thought it had. His head spun and muscles screamed from the 
action, but he had more important things for deal with. Namely, the fact that he couldn’t 
fucking breathe. 


What little air he could get in from his nose, Tommy immediately used to start coughing, 
trying to dislodge the wad of mucus that was threatening to choke him to death. His throat 
spasmed, and Tommy’s whole body shook from the force of the coughing fit that was quickly 
taking over him. 


Bird still hovered over him; Tommy could feel its hand, its claws, lightly touching his back, 
almost hesitant. It still chirped and trilled in a manner that almost sounded worried, to 
Tommy’s foggy, unsure brain. 


Something wet leaked from the corner of Tommy’s mouth, likely just saliva, but it tasted 
coppery. Blood. Not a good sign if he was starting to cough up blood now. It wasn’t the most 
pressing issue on his mind at the moment, neither was the subdued realization that Bird was 
touching him still. 


Finally, finally the mucus in his throat gave, and Tommy was able to breathe again. The wad 
of it managed to escape him completely, landing in a sad little pile on the floor as Tommy 
inhaled greedily, thought not without pain. His windpipe felt like he’d torn a hole through it, 
ragged and sore, every breath feeling like it was ripping it apart. 


He shuddered and let himself slowly, tentatively relax. Everything still hurt, his whole body 
aching and shivering even as his head pulsed with fever. There was a hand slowly rubbing a 
circle into Tommy’s back, narrowly avoiding the barely healed cuts that lay only a few inches 
below it. 


It feels good. Its nice and cool against his feverish skin, and it had been so long since 
someone touched him without hurting him later, whether intentionally, like with his old 
owners, or unintentionally with Pig Bastard. 


He hummed his appreciation, pressing into the hand as best as he could with how weak he 
felt. The hand slowed for a moment, almost like the person it belonged to was hesitant, 
unsure, but it continued its ministrations after just a few seconds. 


Tommy’s breath was coming in soft pants now that he had regained his breath, and his eyes 
had somehow slipped shut without his notice. He forced them open again and blanched at the 
sight of the wet glob of blood on the ground in front of him. There was a few splatters around 
it, much less textured. 


Ah. So that was what had been choking him. At least it was out now. 


Not that coughing up blood was ever a good sign. 


Tommy heard Bird trilling something soft, musical, continuing to rub its little circles into his 
back. Pig Bastard sounded not far away, chuffing and grunting at Bird in a far gentler tone of 
voice than he ever used with Tommy. 


All that Tommy could do really was lay there. Even if they did start trying to hurt him like 
the other aliens always did, it wasn’t like he could even do anything about it. His head was 
too heavy to lift and trying to sit himself up, let alone stand up and fight Bird and Pig Bastard 
off if they tried hurting him. 


Bird kept rubbing his hand Tommy’s back, gentle. If Tommy ignored the too-bony feeling of 
its knuckles, and the claws that it kept tucked up and away from his skin, then he could 
pretend it was Sam. That Sam was rubbing his back when he was sick, murmuring quietly a 
thousand things that Tommy wouldn’t pay attention to. 


He wanted Sam. He wanted his dad. He didn’t want to be here. 


Bird’s hand withdrew from Tommy’s back, and Tommy didn’t even have enough time to 
mourn the loss of it before it reappeared. Bird was rolling him over again, onto his back. The 
movement made his head spin, and he didn’t have the strength to fight as he was lifted up 
against his will. 


Bird cradled him to its chest, surprisingly strong for how small it seemed compared to 
Tommy. It cooed softly at him as it picked him up, tucking him up close to its torso. Its wings 
curled around him a moment after, feathers brushing against his skin. Even though they 
probably should feel warm, they were attached to a living thing after all, the feathers were 
blissfully cool and soft. Like a pillow cooled off to just the right temperature. 


Tommy helped the awkward hold the best he could. Being likely taller than Bird, it was a bit 
hard for his limbs to be arranged in a way that was easy for the alien to hold him. The jostling 
that came with being picked up only made his dizziness and the aching pains a thousand 
times worse. There wasn’t anything he could do about it, though. 


He whimpered slightly as Bird started to move, pain flaring through him again. Bird kept 
cooing, like the way a parent would coo at a crying baby, except more— bird-like. One of its 
taloned hands reached up and gently pressed his head down, tucking it on its shoulder. It was 
wearing some kind of... poncho looking thing. The fabric felt weird against his cheek. 


Tommy was right next to its neck, now. 


The iridescent, shimmering black and gold plumage seemed thick, but not thick enough to be 
impossible to bite through and reach the flesh underneath. Tommy was close enough to it’s 
throat that it wouldn’t take very much effort at all to lunge forward and clamp his jaw down 
on it. It would drop him, surely, and Tommy could escape. 


Escape to where exactly? He couldn’t even lift up his head on his own, it wasn’t like he could 
take off running. Tommy would be surprised if he could even force himself to move fast 
enough to bite Bird hard enough to make it release him. 


Every step Bird took sent another round of aches jabbing through his body, leaving him tense 
and whining under his breath. Bird seemed to take notice of this, and its wings wrapped 
tighter around him, the movement of feathers sliding across Tommy’s back oddly soothing. 


He blinked blearily, his vision fuzzy, head cloudy with fever. Tommy couldn’t see much, but 
he registered they were taking him out of the little room they kept him in. 


Huh. Maybe they had waited all this time for him to be too weak to fight back so they could 
do the experiments that the last aliens had done on him. Smart. The other aliens must have 
told them how he liked to fight back. 


If they had wanted him weak, though, why feed him? Why give him water? He would’ve 
gotten weaker a lot faster if they had done that. 


Why would they hold him like this instead of restraining him and dragging him? Why hold a 
potential threat so close to your body? 


These aliens didn’t make any sense. 


Tommy let his eyes flutter shut with a sigh, but a sharp grunting noise made him open them 
again. He could see from over Bird’s shoulder that Pig Bastard was following behind them, 
eyes locked on Tommy. It made a little “chf” noise at him, the nostrils on its pig-like snout 

flaring. 


Bird made a questioning trilling noise, and Pig Bastard looked away from Tommy to rumble 
something at Bird, to which Bird responded in its more high-pitched tones. Tommy wasn’t 
paying attention, it wasn’t like he could understand them anyways. His eyes just caught on 
the glittering metal dangling around its neck. 


It looked like gold. If gold was slightly paler in color. It was shiny and it caught the light and 
it kept Tommy’s attention more than anything else. Pig Bastard and Bird kept on having their 
little conversation, but Tommy was fully focused on the flashes of light the not-gold 
necklaces and earrings and every other piece of jewelry he could possibly think off. 


Pig Bastard was wearing more jewelry than anyone Tommy had ever seen in his life, human 
or otherwise. Fucking weirdo was what he was. How did all those necklaces not get tangled 
in each other? How did those dangly earrings not get caught on shit? How the fuck were 
those rings staying on the little crown of horns protruding from the top of its head? 


There was a soft little whoosh that came from in front of Bird, out of sight of Tommy due to 
the way he was being held. Instantly, he could hear the chattering noise of Bony Fuck 
speaking. He would turn to look at the alien if he had the strength to, but he didn’t, so 
Tommy kept his head resting on Bird’s shoulder. 


He was really tired. 


Tommy had just woken up, but exhaustion tugged at his bones, pulled at his eyelids. As 
nightmarish as his dreams were, he just wanted to go back to sleep. At least when he was 
sleeping nothing hurt, most of the time anyway. His recollection of what his nightmare had 
been like last night was already slipping through his fingers, and thinking was too hard to try 
and keep it in his memory. 


He only noticed that his eyes had shut again when Pig Bastard grunted loudly, and Bird shook 
him slightly, chirping low and soft right in Tommy’s ear. 


Tommy forced his eyes open again, whining weakly. Bird only cooed again, and it’s grip on 
him was shifting, moving. He could see Bony Fuck over Bird’s shoulder, and it was staring at 
him too, dark eyes wide and the spines where its ears should be pointed up straight like it was 
on alert. 


A sudden rush of movement made Tommy hiss, the world spinning sharply as the dizziness 
increased tenfold. Bird cooed again, its wings withdrawing until Tommy was laying on... 
something. Soft like a bed but if the bed’s mattress was as hard as a rock. 


Tommy mumbled something unintelligible even to his own ears, brows furrowing. Bony 
Fuck stepped closer, its tail lashing behind it and spikes still standing straight up. 


Bird withdrew, away from the bed and standing just behind Bony Fuck, its feathers puffed 
up. Tommy couldn’t see where Pig Bastard went, but he had a feeling it hadn’t left the room. 


Bony Fuck said something to Bird, before it pressed a button on the side of the bed that 
Tommy hadn’t seen before. There was a quiet whooshing sound, and then a pop, and 
suddenly transparent walls were springing up from the bed, making Tommy flinch. They 
wrap up around the bed in a little dome, effectively caging him in what was essentially a 
bubble. 


His heart leapt up into his throat, and Tommy’s hand lashed out and smacked into the roof of 
the bubble-thing as he started hyperventilating. It didn’t even bend with the force of the hit, it 
only made his hand hurt worse. Tommy hated enclosed spaces, he hated them. Living in the 
kennel everyday for months, years, was hell, but at least he could sit up in the kennel. He 
couldn’t sit up, there was only about a foot of space between the roof of the bubble and his 
chest. 


A pathetic whimper peeled out of his throat, and he coughed, tasting something metallic and 
coppery on his tongue. He didn’t— he didn’t want to be here. He didn’t want to be here. He 
wanted to go back to his cell. He didn’t want to be here. 


Bird cooed again, but Tommy didn’t care about the stupid cooing. He wanted them to let him 
go. He wanted to be let out. Tears welled up in his eyes, and Tommy smacked his hand into 
the bubble again. 


It didn’t do any good. 


Chapter End Notes 
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answered (and unanswered) questions 


The terran was distressed, that much was obvious. Wilbur didn’t blame it for not being the 
biggest fan of confined spaces after being stuck in a kennel for approximately half of a 
complete revolution of Terra around its star. He hated to do this to it, especially considering 
its state of health. 


When Techno had pinged him, telling him to ready the medscanner for the terran, Wilbur had 
been thrilled. Scanning the terran was something he had been planning to do anyway, with or 
without permission from Phil, but the opportunity to scan a living terran was exciting either 
way. 


That was, until he saw the state of it. 


The terran had gotten worse since the last time he’d gone to see it just last cycle. Shivering, 
whimpering, limply allowing Phil to carry him like an elytrian fledgling as if it hadn’t been 
screaming and fighting against Techno just eight cycles prior when they were bringing it 
from the poachers ship. 


Techno had explained, while Phil was trying his best to get the terran on the medscanner 
without jostling it too badly, that the terran had stopped breathing. It only started again 
because Phil was passing by and heard it thrashing around while it was sleeping, and watched 
long enough to see when it originally stopped. Phil had woken it up, and then promptly 
seemed to cough up some of its blood, as well as a wad of a more solid substance that was 
also bloody. 


While not a lot was known about terrans, the sight of blood outside of the body was a 
universal sign of something being wrong. 


So normally, Wilbur would be giddy and excited to be scanning the terran. But he was not 
feeling that way now, not at all. He was just hoping that the medscanner would be able to tell 
what was wrong with it. 


And now it looked like it was freaking out now that it was inside of the medscanner, and 
none of them knew how to calm it down. The terran had to be still for the medscanner to 
work as accurate as possible, and it hitting the inside of the walls to try and break out of it 
was not going to help. 


Wilbur ran through his options, and then stepped towards the medscanner, letting out a little 
warbling noise that he would normally use to soothe a crying phantling. The terran froze, 


eyes wide, a clear liquid leaking from them. There was a bit more of its blood at its lips, 
bubbling as it wheezed out too-fast breaths. 


“Hello,” Wilbur said, keeping his voice soft and low as he could considering the strain he had 
to put on his vocal cords to speak the terran’s language. Frustration ate at him from the inside 
at his limited vocabulary, but he didn’t let it show on his face. “Hello hello. You yes. You yes.” 


The terran made a little whimpering noise, and it started speaking a moment later, but Wilbur 
was only able to catch a handful of words, “please” and “me” being among them. It was hard 
to tell, though, the terran’s voice sounded different. 


Wilbur felt his spines flatten from the alert, worried position they had been in before. He 
would absolutely kill to have a translator right now, to be able to talk to this terran-phantling 
and reassure it that they were helping, that they weren’t going to hurt it. If only it hadn’t 
broken the spare one. 


He just wanted to tell it that it was okay, but he didn’t know enough of the terran language to 
be able to convey that. 


“T you yes,” is what Wilbur settled on saying. “You yes.” 


It whimpered again in response, and it was trembling terribly, skin a more reddish color than 
it had been when they first brought it aboard. 


Wilbur pressed the button on the underside of the scanner to start the process, grimacing as 
the terran shrieked when the protective shield lit up blue. He stepped back, curling his tail 
around his leg, and waited. That was all he could do now, wait. 


The terran had closed its eyes and fallen still, muscles rigid. Even despite that, though, it still 
shook, little bumps forming on its arms and neck. 


The scanner worked quickly, it’s beams passing over the terran once. twice, three times, 
before the blue light turned off with a little whirring noise. Writing scrawled out on the 
outside of the shield, allowing Wilbur to see that the scan was done. 


He transferred the data from the medscanner to his holoframe with a simple tap of the device 
to the shield. Just after that, he pressed the button to dismiss the shield. 


The terran opened its eyes hesitantly, cautious, but when it saw that it had been freed it took a 
deep breath. Only to break out into a series of coughs just a moment later. The only reason 
Wilbur was even able to recognize as it as a method to expel something from its lungs was 
because piglins did a similar tactic, and they sounded nearly similar as well. 


“Well?” Techno asked as Phil stepped forward, pulling the terran up and into his arms as it 
still coughed, seemingly not noticing the drops of its blood he was getting all over his clothes 
in the process. “Are we going to look at the results or what? That was the whole point of this, 
right?” 


“Right,” Wilbur agreed, walking over to the nearby wall. He tapped his holo onto the wall 
and watched as the data pulled up, starting off with a diagram of the terrans body and the 
parts inside it. Overlayed at different opacities we’re its organs, nerves, blood vessels, and 
skeleton. Then, one by one, the list of injuries and inflections started to appear. 


Now while the poachers hadn’t scanned a baseline for this particular terran, they had scanned 
one of an older females that was later killed during experimentation. So they knew the 
general baseline health of a terran, even if the sexes were different. This terran seemed to 
have the biology of a male, not a female, so there were some obvious differences. 


Wilbur wasn’t focused on those, though. He was just staring at the every growing list of 
inflictions against this terran. 


Partially healed lacerations on its back. Missing one of its smaller toes on its right foot. Two 
missing teeth. Lungs damaged against smoke-inhalation. Malnutrition. Dehydration. 
Increased bodily temperature. Abnormal breathing patterns. Small scratch on his wrist, still 
not fully healed. Jaw bone and tooth damage, likely from the gag it was forced to wear. Scar 
tissue along its upper arms, back, and neck from both burns and cuts. Muscle deterioration 
from lack of use. Scar tissue behind its ear, where a foreign body lay inside, something that 
Wilbur would definitely investigate later, and— 


Bingo. 


Foreign pathogen absolutely wrecking the lining of its throat and airway, which was 
explaining the whole coughing up blood bit. Also seemed to be prevalent in what were 
labeled as “sinuses”, though Wilbur didn’t know what that meant. 


He highlighted the “Foreign Pathogen” part of the list and tapped it twice. Instantly, the 
screen changed and within seconds there was the shape of a particularly nasty virus. One that 
Wilbur recognized due to its infamy even before the data revealed the official name. 


Vohidrian Jumping Virus. 


Or as it was known scientifically, and as Vohid only referred it to do to the embarrassing 
situation of how it came to be, V8-17920. Genetically engineered by endrian scientists on 
Vohid in an attempt to be used as a biological weapon against the other sapient species they 
shared their planet with, the shulks. It backfired on them, though. It backfired hard. 


In the end, both species were nearly wiped out because of it, the only thing that truly saved 
them both was the help from trade market planets, like Kinoko, who provided aid and 
immunizations when they finally developed them. It was required that all endrians and shulks 
get the immunization, regardless of whether they lived on planet or not, and after that the 
Vohidrian Jumping Virus faded out of public mind. 


With the virus unable to infect species outside of the endrians and shulks, and both the 
vohidrian species being completely immunized against it, it was unlikely to find the virus just 
floating around. Somehow, though, it had. And it snuck aboard the ship and managed to 
infect a non-vohidrian, incredibly rare live terran. 


“Vohidrian Jumping Virus?” Phil murmured, furrowing his brows in confusion as if he wasn’t 
holding a terran that was bigger than he was with ease. The terran had rested its head on the 
elytrian’s shoulder and let him wrap his wings around its body. “I haven’t heard anything 
about that in ages.” 


“Mostly because it wasn’t infecting anyone anymore,” Wilbur said. “All the endrians and 
shulks should have gotten the immunization. Anyone who didn’t get it and then was infected 
would be dead before they could get the right medical treatment.” 


“How can terrans have the right receptor proteins as the vohidrian species for this, but no 
other species do?” Techno crossed his arms. “It’s one hell of an unlucky coincidence.” 


“Very unlucky,” Wilbur agreed. “But I’m willing to bet there are hundreds, if not thousands 
of pathogens throughout the universe that terrans are susceptible to and we just don’t know it 
yet. They wouldn’t have the immune system to fight against them. This is just the one that it 
was exposed to and the one that managed to take hold. Besides, its receptor proteins aren’t in 
similar places. The jumping virus invades the nervous system of shulks and endrians, causing 
brain damage, seizures, paralysis, and nerve damage. In the terran, it seems to have infected 
his respiratory passages, there isn’t a trace of it in its nervous system. Same receptors, just in 
different parts of the body.” 


“We still have regeneration boosters, right?” Phil asked. “I think that’s really the only thing 
we can do to help it at this point. They never developed medication to help it, just 
immunizations.” 


“But we don’t know how boosters will affect it, it could make things worse,” Wilbur pointed 
out. “Boosters don’t work on all species, like the Dereae. Terrans might be the same way.” 


“They aren’t.” 


Wilbur turned, head snapping to the doorway with his spines flaring up in surprise. Techno’s 
movement was just as sudden, but with Phil’s arms still being occupied by the terran, he had 
to move much slower. 


Tubbo was standing at the entrance of the medbay, wings flared outwards and antennae 
standing up straight in a way that Wilbur knew was because something had pissed the 
apicapra off. His mandibles shut with a sharp clack, and in the next moment he was flying 
over to the screen, holding his own holo frame. 


He tapped it on the wall like Wilbur had done, slightly to the right, and a second window of 
information appeared on the wall, casting a golden glow over them instead of the blue that 
had been from Wilbur’s holo. 


They looked like folders, dozens upon dozens of them, but Tubbo navigated them with ease, 
opening one. 


“T might have taken a look into the poachers’ files that you downloaded,” Tubbo said, 
scrolling through a list of said files, looking for something. “And its a good thing I did, 
because I doubt you noticed the hidden ones, right?” 


Wilbur, in fact, had not noticed the hidden ones. Tubbo didn’t stop to let him say that though, 
selecting a file and opening it. 


“All of the terrans fell ill at some point or another in the time they were on the poachers 
ship,” Tubbo continued, turning to them as he pointed at the file that indeed said exactly that. 
“They were under direct orders from Asempii that if the terrans were sick, they were to scan 
them, find what disease it was, but not interfere with the disease’s progress, because they 
wanted to see what kind of pathogen would kill them the quickest.” 


“But they didn’t,” Techno said. It wasn’t a question. 


“They didn’t,” Tubbo confirmed. “They went against orders and kept the terrans’ alive using 
regeneration boosters as well as a’ppleg’ays, both which proved to have beneficial results. 
Only one of the terrans ending up succumbing to the disease it contracted, a particularly nasty 
variant of the elytrian TB-918 bacteria.” 


“We a’ppleg’ays on board, I know that,” Phil said. “As well as plenty of regeneration 
boosters. How often were they administering them?” 


“Two boosters a cycle, as well as half an a’ppleg’ay. Most of the terrans recovered 
completely, or at least stopped showing symptoms, within two cycles or less,” Tubbo said, 
tracing a finger down where the file said exactly that. 


“Okay.” Phil glanced at Techno, who nodded in agreement. ‘“We’ll do that then. If it’s not 
better in two cycles, we'll do another scan. Any complaints?” 


If anyone had any, they didn’t voice them, the room falling silent. Or at least near silent, since 
the terran was making some sort of... odd noise. It was like Techno’s or Ranboo’s purring, 
but higher pitched and more melodic, as it clung to Phil. 


“Uh, yeah, I have one.” Ranboo’s voice cut through the silence, abrupt and loud and radiating 
confusion. “Why in Nethira are you holding a potentially dangerous terran in your arms?” 


Phil glanced over at the endrian that had appeared in the doorway with a sheepish smile, 
curling his wings a bit tighter around the terran to shield it from Ranboo’s view. Not that it 
did anything, considering Ranboo had already seen it. He didn’t say a word, and the silence 
dragged on for another few seconds. 


Ranboo’s ears twitched, and then perked up, his eyes narrowing. “Is it purring?” He asked 
indignantly. 


“Yes, it’s purring. We didn’t know they could do that but it is. Moving on to more important 
topics,” Techno said briskly. “Can we talk about how it apparently has a very expensive, 
deactivated language transmitter implanted behind its ear? Did any of you actually notice that 
or was it just me?” 


Wilbur spun back to the screen quickly, eyes widening as the foreign body the scanner had 
detected was finally revealed as, indeed, a language transmitter. A deactivated one, but a 
language transmitter none the less. 


“Holy shit,’ Tubbo said. Wilbur couldn’t agree more. 


sweet as sugar, as fuzzy as a mouse 
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Tommy came into consciousness slowly, the traces of the whatever freaky, nightmarish dream 
he had already slipping from his memory. He could only remember soft feathers brushing his 
back and Alex’s voice repeatedly asking why he missed his graduation. 


Something blissfully cool was curled up next to him, providing relief from the heat that was 
still throbbing from his body due to his fever. His head hurt, a migraine originating from 
where his jaw met his skull and spreading up all the way to his temple on the right side of his 
face. 


It hurt, but it wasn’t unbearable. He’d been through much worse things, and if a migraine was 
what he had to deal with right now. 


Fur was pressed into his nose, smelling of mulch and sweet flowers. Not a pleasant scent, but 
not a bad one either, so Tommy didn’t mind. A small part of him wanted to bury himself 


further into it, pretend he had fallen asleep using Fran as a pillow like he used to do when he 
was younger. He knew that wasn’t the truth though, unfortunately. 


He was in space. Fran wasn’t in space with him. He was sick. 


Tommy felt better than he had yesterday, though. It was easier to breathe, easier to think. The 
oppressive heat of his fever kept coursing through him, though, and the even thought of 
eating anything made him want to throw up still. Yet he could breathe, the need to cough 
wasn’t constant. That was a win in his books. 


He pressed a little closer to the cold fur next to him, eyes squinting open just a tad. Tommy 
was having a hard time seeing, still, his vision hazy. 


Yet he could make out the golden-brown fur of Bee that his face was pressed into, the 
familiar ruff around Bee’s neck in particular. Spindly little fingers were holding him, thin and 
fragile, but firm yet gentle. 


He should be scared. 


That was what came to Tommy’s mind next. He should be scared. Very scared. This alien was 
touching him, holding him, and no matter how nice it felt, he shouldn’t trust it. It could kill 
him any second, snap his neck and boom, that would be the end of it. The end of him. 


Tommy couldn’t move, though. At least not much. Exhaustion still tugged at his limbs, his 
head, his eyelids. Weakness pulling at every muscle, making his bones feel brittle and his 
skin loose. 


Being sick made you feel weird. This was a fact Tommy had always known, but he almost 
felt worse than he ever had before. He was somehow clear minded yet cloudy and floaty at 
the same time. Tethered into his body with his nerves all attached yet also distant and 
detached. 


“T still can’t believe we’re doing this,” a voice sounded, echoing through his ears and making 
Tommy flinch. Bee seemed to notice, it’s too-dark, too-large eyes flicking over to look at him 
for a moment. The voice only continued to speak, though, making Bee look back to the 
source. “This is nuts. You’re crazy. And somehow I’m even more crazy because I agreed to 
do this.” 


“Tt needed to be cooled down, and the two of us are the only ones who can stand the kind of 
temperature required to do that, at least without suits,” a second voice said, and Tommy 


stared in utter disbelief, confusion, and a sudden burst of terror, as Bee’s mandibles twitched 
and its mouth moved underneath. 


The lipsyncing was off, way off. Almost as if it was saying something completely different 
than what Tommy was actually hearing. Through the fog in his head, he couldn’t make sense 
of that. The aliens didn’t even speak English, and he broke their translating box. 


He couldn’t— Tommy didn’t understand. 


Dragging himself through his own thoughts made him even more tired, and it didn’t feel 
worth expending the energy. It would make sense eventually, when he was less exhausted, 
less sick. 


He felt like shit, his skin too warm for his insides, the combination of which making 
Tommy’s stomach churn more. The air is cool, though, nipping at his skin, but Bee was even 
colder, and it felt good. 


Tommy let himself scoot a little closer to it, fingers curling into soft fur.. So what if he 
couldn’t breathe that well through the thick fluff? It’s soft and cool and Bee wasn’t hurting 
him, and Bee was the nicest out of all the aliens he’d met so far. Sure, Bee could turn and 


start hurting him, and Tommy wouldn’t even be able to fight back, but he didn’t think it 
would do that. 


A little laugh sounded right in Tommy’s ear, and the sound made his headache worse. He 
whined, a quiet little noise that he would be embarrassed about making if he could work up 
the energy for it. 


“Aww,” the voice said. It sounded male, and young, like a teenager’s. It also sounded British, 
for some reason. “What’s up, bossman? Did we wake you up or something?” 


Tommy wasn’t sure if they had, actually. He wasn’t sure what woke him, but he was awake 
now. Unfortunately. 


“Fuckin’— dunno,” Tommy mumbled, his words slurred and thick. “No? ‘M not sure.” 


Another laugh, this time Tommy could recognize it as Bee’s. It was a bit distorted, and it 
made his headache worse, but it was undoubtedly Bee’s. It sounded so human, so normal, 
that Tommy could almost pretend that he was at home and George was laughing at him for 
doing something stupid. 


“Tts talking, right? That was it talking?” the second voice said, and now that Tommy was 
focusing on it more, he could recognize that this one sounded American, but also like a male 
teenager’s. It was surprisingly deep, too. 


“Sure was,” Bee said. “We can’t understand you, bossman. Your transmitter only works one 
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way. 


“You guys turned that on?” the unknown voice asked. “It can understand us?” 


“Should.” 


““M not an “it”,” Tommy grumbled, peeling his eyes open again and glaring into the fluff of 
Bee’s neck area. He had to pull back a little to prevent the fur from getting into his mouth as 
he talked. “Respect pronouns, dickhead. He slash him.” 


“Still can’t understand you,” said the second voice. Tommy wasn’t facing the right direction 
to see which of the aliens was talking. It still didn’t make any fucking sense on how he could 


understand them, and he didn’t know what a “language transmitter” was. He could guess that 
it was the reason behind him being able to understand them, and clearly, not the half- 
translated shit like with the speaker box thing. 


“Tt’s fine, it’s sick, it probably doesn’t get that yet,” Bee said. “I’m willing to bet it works, 
though, if it’s responding to us.” 


“Most likely,” the second voice said. 


“We should probably stop calling it an “it”, though,” Bee mumbled, half to itself. “The 
medscan said its— he’s, a male terran.” 


“Male biologically,” the second voice said. “It might not be male-presenting though. I don’t 
know if terrans have preferred genders or if they just use biological ones, but considering it’s 
sapient enough for the transmitter to not be frying it’s brain right now, it’s possible.” 
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“Youre right, but we should still stop calling him an “it”. 


“Exactly,” Tommy said with a nod, kind of confused about the whole “frying his brain” thing 
but too tired to care. “He slash him, bitches. Respect pronouns or get your shit rocked. That’s 
what I always say to...” his voice trailed off into intelligibility, even to his own ears, and 
Tommy let him slump into Bee a little more, exhaustion tugging at his limbs. ““That’s what I 
say to the transphobes. Right wrong’uns, the lot of “em,” he mumbled. “Pl... Pll fight ‘em. 
Fight you, bitch. Fuck you.” 


“Is it“ 


“He,” Bee corrected before the second voice could continue. 


“Ts he,” the second voice said, “falling asleep again? It just woke up, didn’t it?” 


“It might take a lot of energy for terrans to fight off pathogens, you never know.” Bee buzzed 
its wings, the sound familiar and so similar to a bug flying around back on earth that Tommy 
leaned in closer to it, despite the fact it was much louder than any bug could hope to make. 
“Rest will help him recover. Probably.” 


“But we’re supposed to make it— him eat—’” static filled Tommy’s ear for a moment, cutting 
off the words. Very faintly, he could hear what sounded like Oreo’s warbles and vwoops 
underneath the words. Just a second later, it continued on as if nothing happened. “—half a 
gapple when he’s awake, because the boosters can be administered when he’s asleep. Also, he 
should probably drink some water. He’s been drinking at least one or two water packets a 
day, and it’s been a day and a half since it was even conscious last.” 


“Right,” Bee said, and then Tommy was being pushed. Well, not hard, maybe just a nudge. 
Bee was nudging at his shoulders, like he was trying to shove him off. “Come on, bossman. 
Cuddle time is delayed by like, two minutes. You need to drink something, and eat half a—” 
static again, this time shorter, “—gapple.” 


Tommy didn’t want to eat a gapple, those things tasted like shit, like he was eating a cup of 
just straight sugar. And they made him feel lightheaded. Tommy was already dizzy, he didn’t 
need to be any more dizzy than he was currently, thank you. 


He would take that water though. 


So Tommy, reluctantly, disentangled himself from Bee. He tried, and failed, to get himself to 
sit up, though. The room was still spinning and his entire body still ached. 


“T hate bein’ sick,” Tommy grumbled, glancing over at who he could now see was Oreo. The 
black and white alien was putting a few slices of the golden apple and about three water 
pouches on a tray, albeit a much smaller one than they normally fed him with. 


Bee sat up and grabbed the tray when Oreo finished, placing it down in front of Tommy and 
clicking its mandibles at him, antennae drooping in front of its face. 


“Hope he’ll eat this on his own this time,” Oreo said, with a slightly wary tone. “I do not 
want a repeat of last time.” 


“You did stick your fingers in his mouth, what did you expect?” Bee asked, turning to Oreo 
as he did so. 


“T don’t know, for his saliva to be normal instead of burning me? And for him to not bite me 
while asleep?” Oreo said sarcastically. 


First off, Tommy did not remember any of this. At least, not clearly. It was a bit fuzzy, but in 
the very back of his mind he could remember biting down on something and getting 
something foul-tasting in his mouth. He could still taste it, just a little. 


Also, how the fuck had his saliva burned an alien? That was a new one. Tommy had 
weaponized spit. At least, against Oreo’s species he did. Good to know. 


He snagged one of the water pouches quickly, before Bee or Oreo could take it away. Tommy 
stuck the end of the cap in his mouth and broke the cap with his teeth, wincing as pain flared 
up through his jaw. 


He didn’t let himself linger on it, though, gulping down the contents of the pouch greedily. It 
was a bit awkward at this angle, drinking something while you were still laying down was 
never the easiest way of doing things. Considering he couldn’t actually, you know, sit up, it 
was his best (and only) option. 


The water tasted stale and dry, like it always had, but it might as well be fucking liquid gold 
at that point. Tommy hadn’t realized how thirsty he was until the first drop touched his 
tongue. The pouch was empty in seconds, and he grabbed at another one. With another spike 
of pain through his teeth and a few quick swallows, it was empty too. 


Logically, he knew he should wait to drink the third one until his stomach settled, considering 
he couldn’t remember the last time he ate, so it was likely empty. However, he quickly 
disregarded the idea and sucked down the last water pouch they gave him. 


Now that all the water was gone, he could only stare at the slices of gapple on the tray with a 
wrinkled nose. He was not eating that shit, no way in hell. 


“I’m not eating that,” Tommy told Bee and Oreo. He tossed the empty water pouches on the 
tray and pushed it away. “Fuck off. I’m not eating it.” 


“Don’t be like that,” Oreo said, sounding exasperated as Bee caught the tray. “Just eat it. It’Il 
help you recover faster.” 


“No,” Tommy said, matter of fact. “Not eating it. Fuck off.” 


“We still can’t understand a thing you’re saying, bossman,” Bee said back, picking up a slice 
and holding it out to Tommy. “You gotta eat these. They’ll make you feel better, I promise.” 


Tommy weakly shoved its hand away from his face, curling his lip defensively. He was too 
tired to growl at it, but he was tempted. “I don’t care, I’m not touching that shit with a ten 


foot pole. You try eating straight sugar in the form of a solid, fucker. It sucks. Leave me 
alone.” 


“Please?” Bee said, seeming undeterred as it held out the slice towards him again. Its wings 
buzzed, and Tommy tried his best to not relax at the sound. 


Aliens saying please was a first. 


None of them were nice enough to ask him to do stuff, and they didn’t care enough either. 
They just expected him to do whatever they wanted him to. None of them had ever said 
please. 


Well, none of them had ever said please at least to his knowledge. This was his first time 
being able to truly understand them, though, so he could be wrong. 


Tommy grimaced, wrinkling his nose. He didn’t want to fucking eat it. 


But he also didn’t want them shoving it down his throat forcefully, which based on how Oreo 
was looking at him, might happen if he doesn’t eat it willingly. Though, Oreo wasn’t 
probably going to do it, it’d probably call down Pig Bastard to come down and force feed 
him, especially if Tommy’s spit burned the black and white alien. 


So he, careful to not make eye contact with it, glared at Oreo, reluctantly snatching the 
grapple slice from Bee’s hand and stuffing it in his mouth. 


The overly sweet taste was just as rancid as before, and it took everything in Tommy to not 
spit the offending fruit right back out. He had to force himself to chew and swallow it, 
grimacing as it went down, but the sugary taste was still there, lingering. 


His stomach protested at the item, heavily protested. But Bee was already holding out another 
slice, which Tommy reached for hesitantly. 


Bee seemed excited, though. Buzzing its wings so fast that Tommy was surprised he didn’t 
fly right off. It’s mandibles we’re parted, and it’s human-ish mouth was curled up at the 
edges, almost like a smile. 


So Tommy ate the next slice too, and the next, and the next, despite how his stomach 
protested. If the one alien that was actually nice to him was happy that he was eating the 
stupid, awful gapples, then so be it. Dealing with the taste of it was better then getting beaten 
for not listening, anyhow. 


“Commander, sir?” 


“Report, ensign.” 


“It’s signal you had us tracking, sir. We’ve gotten a consistent ping, coming from the Yoluque 
quadrant, not far from Kinoko.” 


“The terran?” 
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“Yes commander.’ 


I 


“Great, thank you ensign. Get me General Dream on Asempii.’ 


“General Dream, sir?” 


a” 


“Did I give you permission to question me? Ring him, now. 


“Yes commander, I’m sorry, right away sir.” 


“Thats what I thought.” 
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“T still don’t remember when I agreed to this,” Ranboo grumbled, tail lashing behind him as 
he stared down at the sleeping terran that had decided to drape itself— himself, across his 
lap. 


“The moment you stepped in the cell with me,” Tubbo said, sounding awfully unconcerned 
considering their present situation. 


Listen. Ranboo escaped Vohid and the confines of the council’s expectations so he could get 
a better, more exciting, more fun life. He could admit that jumping ship to ride with a bunch 
of bounty hunters that Tubbo knew wasn’t his best idea, but these past two revolutions had 
been truly the best of his life, even the times he nearly died. 


That being said, he did not want to be here at the moment. 


Now, being locked inside a containment cell with a dangerous, unknown species was 
anything but dull, don’t get him wrong. But just because it wasn’t dull like his old life used to 
be didn’t mean that he wanted to be doing this. 


Logically, Ranboo knew nothing would happen. The terran had been docile so far, mostly 
because he was sick, and he was so weak from his infection that Ranboo doubted he would 
be able to do anything anyways. Plus, one of the others was right outside the door just in case 
the terran did try something. 


The only reason that he was even in here was because he and Tubbo were the only ones that 
could stand the lower temperatures that they had dropped the room to in an effort to lower the 
terran’s fever. And there was no way in Nethira that Ranboo was going to let Tubbo lock 
himself in the cell with the terran on his own. Knowing Tubbo, he would do something 
incredibly stupid if he was in here alone. 


Which was why Ranboo was here, to at least try to stop Tubbo from doing something 
incredibly stupid. Though that hardly ever seemed to work, even when there wasn’t a 
member of an incredibly dangerous, unknown species around. 


But now, he was sitting on the ground with said member of incredibly dangerous species 
laying on top of his legs. It’s eyes were closed, breathing even, and it was purring again. 


And, listen, it sounded nothing like an endrian’s purr, it was too high-pitched and almost 
musical in nature, but the noise was similar enough to make Ranboo more relaxed, even 
without meaning to. 


Sure, lots of species purr, and for several different reasons. Some purr to make themselves 
feel better when injured or sick, some, like piglins, purr to calm others in their packs when 
they’re distressed. Endrians only purr when they’re content and comfortable, and they 
especially only do it when their around the members of their haunting. 


So, yes, Ranboo knew that the the terran wasn’t purring because he was content and 
comfortable around him. He didn’t know why terrans purred, but considering the current 
situation, he was likely just doing it because he was sick. 


But that didn’t mean the little murmur in the back of Ranboo’s head wasn’t trying to convince 
him that the terran was purring because he considered him part of his haunting. 


Which was a completely ridiculous thought, and he didn’t believe it. 


Ranboo looked away from the terran, smushing down the little whispering and glancing 
towards Tubbo, frowning as he took notice of the way the apicapra was acting. 


Tubbo had his antennae drooping down, curling around the horns that he normally kept 
hidden by his hair. His wings were completely still, not so much as twitching, even though he 
should be keeping them moving to keep them warm. It was concerning. 


Mostly because these were clear indications of Tubbo being concerned, while he was looking 
at the terran. 


“T kind of feel bad for him, y’know?” Tubbo murmured, just barely audible. “I mean, think 
about it. He’s been stuck in space for almost an entire revolution of Terra around its sun. He 
was being tortured for a good part of that, and forced to watch as the others died while he 
survived. And now he’s in a cell, surrounded by people he doesn’t know, who he can 
understand but can’t communicate back to.” 


Ranboo sighed. Not this again. 


“What are you getting at by this?” the endrian says. “He’s not even properly sentient. Do you 
really think he cares that much?” 


“Yes, I think he does,” Tubbo snapped. “Just think about it will you? Terrans are pack-based 
animals. His pack is back on Terra, and he likely won’t ever see them again. He’s farther 
away from home than any other of his species has been before, and he’s quite literally, the 
only terran in the universe that isn’t even in his galaxy.” The apicapra paused, before turning 
and glaring at Ranboo with his wings flaring out. “And he is sentient.” 


“Tubbo—* 


“There’s fucking proof!” Tubbo cut him off before he could even really begin. “You know 

just as damn well as I do that he would’ve died the second we turned the transmitter on if he 
wan’t. I don't know why you're so fucking against the prospect that its sentient, and sapient, 
and that isn't the bloodthirsty volatile killing machine that Vohid propaganda says they are.” 


“Because they are!” Ranboo snapped back, feeling the terran jolt in its position in the 
endrian’s lap. It wasn’t purring anymore, but Ranboo didn’t take note of it. “You read the 
files, you I know that you know what they’ve done. Terrans kill each other all the time, over 
meaningless border disputes of all things! They fire on any ship that isn’t theirs with zero 
hesitation and zero regard of the potential casualties. They may be sentient, they may be 
sapient, but they are not peaceful. They are violent, they are apathetic, and they don’t fucking 
care about their planet, let alone the other members of their species. So forgive me if I'm not 
the most trusting of whether or not its going to kill you!” 


The silence that abruptly fell over them the moment Ranboo finished speaking was thick, 
deafening, choking. The air seemed to have become dense, filled with tension. 


It wasn’t often that Tubbo and him fought like this. In fact, Ranboo could only remember it 
happening one other time, when Tubbo had first tried to get him off-Vohid and Ranboo had 
refused. Tubbo had nearly been caught by the guards because how intense the argument got, 
and only a week afterwards, Ranboo had flown away from the only home he had ever known 
and never looked back. 


“He’s not going to kill me,” Tubbo said finally, something stony and hard in his voice. “He’s 
not going to kill you. He isn’t going to kill anyone. You do realize everything you just said 
can be applied to Vohid too? The endrians and shulks nearly killed each other off half a dozen 
times, and nearly destroyed the planet in the process. It’s only a matter of time before either 
side snaps and starts up the war again.” 


Ranboo stayed silent, ears pinned back against his head. The terran had gone very still, very 
tense in his lap, trembling as it’s eyes flicked between him and Tubbo. 


“T get that you’re trying to protect me, trust me, I get it.” Tubbo stood up, glaring at Ranboo 
with anger in his eyes. “But you’re being a fucking hypocrite, calling all of his species 
violent and aggressive without reason when the very same thing is said about endrians and 
shulks. You perpetuating your own fucking stereotype, the very one that you hate.” Ranboo 
flinched, just slightly, but Tubbo kept going. “He,” Tubbo said, pointing at the terran, who 
had at some point pulled away from Ranboo and was now across the room, “is sentient. The 
transmitter in his head is proof of that. Start treating him like he’s a sentient being and not 
some bloodthirsty monster before he decides to treat you like one.” 


Ranboo glanced over at the terran, seeing him curled over himself in the corner, as far away 
as he could get from him and Tubbo. His posture screamed defensive, pale eyes staring up at 
Ranboo and making direct eye contact. 


In endrian culture, you only made eye contact with your haunting, with people you 
considered your equals. So it was only appropriate that Ranboo looked away, but at the same 
time, he let it linger for a moment, though. 


“I’m sorry,” 1s what he finally said, looking back towards Tubbo. “You’re right. It’s just—” 


“An effect of propaganda that you still believe,” Tubbo finished for him, though that hadn’t 
been what he was going to say. Ranboo supposed that both of them were true anyhow. “And 
don’t apologize to me. Apologize to him.” 


Ranboo turned back to the terran, who was still staring at him, eyes narrowed. He was still 
trembling, his shoulders drawn up and legs pulled up to its chest. 


“T apologize,” he said to the terran. “I’m sorry.” 


The terran kept staring at him, but his eyes flashed. He pulled his lips back in a snarl, 
revealing sharp teeth. It growled two short barking noises, and promptly flinched, but did not 
pull away. 


“Yeah, I think I deserved that,” Ranboo mumbled. 


“You definitely did.” 


Tommy wasn’t entirely sure of what had happened between one moment and the next. 
Everything was still blurred and foggy, even if he felt much clearer-minded now than he had 
in the last few days. 


All he knew was that Oreo was apparently an asshole, both it and Bee had been fighting, and 
at some point Oreo had apologized to him, only for Tommy to yell at it to fuck off. After that, 
his memory was cloudy, and now— 


Well. 


Now he was sitting on top of a living furnace or something. 


Pig Bastard was the one holding him now, and apparently it radiated heat like the damn oven 
back home. Tommy was sweating his ass off, but you don’t fuck around with someone as 
beefy as Pig Bastard, he learned that from the years he spent in the foster system. 


Piggy had him sitting in its lap, it leaning up against the wall with Tommy leaning against its 
chest. Pig Bastard was so fucking tall that his head only came up to the middle of its 
shoulder. 


That was how he woke up, sweating like he still had a fever, but holding onto Pig Bastard 
with a fervor as he blinked away the last trace of sleepiness that still clung to his bones. Pig 
Bastard had one arm wrapped around his torso, the other holding some kind of stick looking 
thing with a holographic screen on it. It had a bunch of symbols etched into it, and Pig was 
scrolling every now and then, almost like it was reading. 


Tommy blinked slowly at the screen-like thing, casually noting the repeating symbols. They 
kind of looked like English letters, if English letters had gotten drunk and collapsed in on 
themselves. 


Pig grunted. “You’re awake, finally?” 


Tommy hummed, soft and low, but didn’t offer a response. It wasn’t like it could understand 
him anyway, though him being able to understand it was still a bit of a surprise. 


His fingers were clinging to the soft, almost silk-like texture of Pig Bastard’s shirt, the fabric 
somehow cool against his cheek. 


Thick, hooved fingers tapped lightly from where they rested around Tommy’s lower back. He 
grumbled something and shifted his head, tilting it so he could look up at Pig Bastard’s stupid 
face. 


Dark eyes, beady but somehow soft-looking, stared down at him. 


“The transmitters on, right? I believe—” a sudden soft static went through Tommy’s ear, 
making him wince slightly as pain flared up from that spot. “—Tub-bow and Ran-boo said it 
was earlier. You can understand me, right?” 


“Yeah,” Tommy mumbled, reluctantly letting go of Piggy with one of his hands to reach up 
and cup his ear, wincing again as the aching got worse. 


“Here, don’t touch that,” Pig Bastard said, one of its hands coming up and peeling Tommy’s 
fingers away from his ear. “It probably hurts, but you’Il get used to it. Transmitters always 
tend to hurt at first. I don’t know why the poachers implanted one only to not turn it on.” 


“Implanted?” Tommy asked, and upon getting no answer, sighed. “Right. You can’t 
understand me. I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear thar.” 


Why was he even letting Pig Bastard hold him like this anyway? This was the same alien that 
dragged him out of the kennel by force, had sat on him more than once. Had told him to shut 
up when he had been crying, to the point that Tommy smashed the translating thing. 


Tommy didn’t know the answer to that question, really, but he’d gotten used to not knowing 
these things in the past few months. Or years. Or however long it had been. 


Pig Bastard could snap his neck easily, all it would take would be one massive hand around 
Tommy’s throat and a sharp twist, and then all of this would be over. All of the space bullshit, 
and the aliens, everything. An alien that could kill him as easily as breathing, and Tommy 
was snuggling up to it, and he didn’t even know why. 


Maybe it was the needy, childish part of himself that desperately craved comfort, needed 
safety and protection and the knowledge that someone was there, that he wasn’t alone, that he 
wasn't trapped in that cage anymore. It had been more prominent when he was sicker, when 
he had clung to Bee, draped himself over Oreo, and pressed himself into Bird’s hold. 


Yet it was still there even when Tommy was feeling better, even when it was easier for him to 
think. It made him want to stay right where he was, even though Pig Bastard was way too hot 
for staying to be comfortable. It made him want to relax, lean into the touch, and never let 
Pig let him go. 


Maybe it was because nobody had touched him without hurting him in so long, or maybe 
stockholm syndrome was finally getting to him, but Tommy couldn’t help but lean into it. He 
couldn’t stop himself from basking in the uncomfortable warmth, from humming and tucking 
himself in tighter to Pig’s hold. 


“Stars,” Pig Bastard rumbled. It’s voice was low and deep, sounding oddly American, and not 
as young as Bee and Oreo’s. If Tommy closed his eyes, he could almost, almost pretend it 
was Sam speaking, that he was back at home. “You’re just a little runt, aren’t you? Nothing 
but a shoat.” 


Tommy didn’t know what shoat meant, it could be an insult for all he knew, but he knew 
what the word runt implied. And Tommy was not small or weak, Pig was just stupidly tall 


and strong. He resented the implication of the name. 


Yet... a part of him kind of liked it anyway. 


Tommy peeled his eyes open, slightly unsure of when he actually closed them. Pig Bastard 
had the weird holographic phone thing out again, and had presumably resumed reading. He 
watched the symbols scroll past with a distant kind of curiosity, one that Pig seemed to take 
notice of. 


“Oh you probably haven’t seen one of these, huh?” Pig made a weird chuffing noise. “I know 
—” slight static again, with more pain from Tommy’s ear. He didn’t flinch this time. “— 
humans are a bit primitive with their technology. This is a—” more static ““—holo-frame. I 
don’t know if you have an equivalent device to compare it to, but you can do a lot of things 
with it. Like read or search information that you don’t know and communicate with people 
who are far away.” 


“Like a phone,” Tommy mumbled. 


Pig paused. “I don’t know what you just said, so I’m going to assume you have some idea of 
what I’m talking about. Here, let me show you something.” 


Pig’s grip shifted, letting Tommy slide off of it and onto the floor, but keeping him tucked to 
its side, pulling up some kind of video. 


It looked like it was made for alien kids or something, but it was kind of entertaining, so 
Tommy watched the little cartoon characters zoom across the screen with a wry smile on his 
face. 


They sat like that for a while, Tommy staring at the phone, huddled against Pig’s side, 
watching various little videos. Pig would put 0 a new one every time the video ended, and 
Tommy was so absorbed into the stupid dancing figures on the holographic screen that he 
didn’t even notice Pig staring down at him for a majority of time. 


“The only universal language is violence,” the alien hummed, sounding almost amused... 
“And apparently videos on phones.” 


Tommy registered the words, if only distantly, but he was too focused on the video. It was the 
first time in ages he’d been able to watch anything like this. 


How the fuck had his life come to this? Watching alien kids videos on the futuristic phone of 
an alien. Fucking hell. 
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It had been a few days at least since Pig had first showed him what the alien equivalent of a 
phone was, and after Pig had left, none of the aliens had been back inside the cell with him. 
As far as Tommy knew, anyway. He had been sleeping a lot, and they could’ve always come 
in while he was sleeping. 


He was feeling much better now than before. He started getting hungry again, and was 
actually able to stomach the food they were giving him this time. It was new stuff, now. Not 
the purplish things that he’d been given before, but instead some kind of reddish meat that 
was incredibly dry and kind of tasted like salty fish, if fish was in jerky form. It tasted better 
than the last stuff, anyhow, and it made him less nauseous, so Tommy ate it gratefully, even if 
the toughness made pain go through his teeth and jaw when he chewed it. 


The aliens hadn’t been hanging out with him in the cell anymore, and a desperate, starving 
part of himself whined at their absence. It was just stockholm syndrome, that was all it was, 
but Tommy so wished one of them would come hold him again. The longest they ever stayed 
was enough to drop off the food and water, and that was it. 


Tommy did suppose the room was starting to smell, so he didn’t blame them for not wanting 
to come in. It had smelled rancid for a while, what with Tommy not having showered in what 
was at least months and at most years, and he didn’t exactly have access to a toilet in here. 


He didn’t like thinking about that part though. He avoided that area of the room as much as 
he could. 


So yes, the room reeked, but it wasn’t his fault. He had gotten used to the smell, as much as 
he could anyway, from his time spent in the cage on the other ship. There was no avoiding 
anything in there, so he was glad that he had more room here, even if it was still gross. 


He didn’t blame them for wanting to stay away, but he still missed them, in some freaky, 
fucked up way. They were the only thing he had, and they had treated him much better than 
the other aliens. His mind had latched onto that kindness and craved it far faster than he 
would like to admit. 


Tommy was bored in here without anything to do. They had taken away the excess trays and 
the shards of the translator when he was sick, and so now Tommy had nothing to mess with 
except for one tiny, little piece of plastic from the translating thing. It was sharp, but not 
enough to break skin. With Tommy going practically insane from the lack of stimulation, 
he’d taken to running it along his skin just to have something to do other than staring at the 
wall and sleeping. It left faint red lines every time, but they always disappeared within a few 
hours. Or at least what seemed like a few hours. 


He was going fucking crazy in here. 


Tommy seemed to have an excess amount of energy now that he was feeling better, to the 
point it bubbled beneath his skin and overflowed through his chest and limbs. It was like 
those first few hellish days in the cages, unable to move and only able to let the energy out 
via fighting the aliens, though eventually his ability to do that had been removed before too 
long too. 


The only way to relieve the pressure of the building energy was to pace, and that got too 
boring and too routine after a while. He needed to do something. He wanted to run, climb, do 
fucking anything than be stuck in these walls that felt like they were slowly pressing in on 
him. 


Tommy had always had a big fear of small spaces for the longest time, a stemmed from his 
time in foster care and his home with his biological grandparents before foster care. When 
he’d been trapped in the cage for so long, it’d been hell, but Tommy eventually stopped 
noticing the overwhelming fear, so he’d thought he’d gotten over it. Apparently he hadn’t, 
because the need to get out was just as strong as it would have been if he was still at home 
and spent too much time in his room. 


At least back home he could go climb a tree or wrestle with the twins when he needed to get 
his energy out. 


He couldn’t do that here. 


“Hello?” Tommy heard someone call out, young and higher pitched, so likely Bee. “Human? 
I brought food!” 


Tommy swiveled around mid-pace, turning to face the door just as Bee appeared through the 
transparent material, holding a bowl of the fish jerky things. Its wings flicked at him. 


He had to push down the flood of relief that went through him at the sight of Bee, instead 
inching closer to the door as the alien opened the sliver of space at the bottom, sliding the 
bowl-shaped dish towards him. 


Tommy bent down and caught the bowl before it slid into the wall. It was smooth and cold, 
like porcelain, almost, but a dark bluish color instead of white. 


“Thanks,” is all he allowed himself to say to Bee, despite the itch of hope in his chest urging 
him to ask it to come inside and at least hang out with him. If only for a little while. Tommy 
needed to do something, he couldn’t just sit here and pace for eternity; he might actually go 
insane. 


Months or maybe even years of torture, yet the loneliness and boredom was what was going 
to drive him insane. It was honestly kind of ironic, and stupid. 


“Oh! I have something else for you too!” Bee said, pulling something out of the pocket of its 
hoodie-like article of clothing. It was the same stick looking thing that Pig had showed him a 
few days ago, the one that was like a phone, except this one didn’t have a screen thing 
coming out of it. Static ran through his ears for a moment, a noise he had become 
unfortunately familiar with, and then: “Techno said he showed you this a couple of’—“days 
ago. It’s a holoframe.” 


Tommy nodded, “‘yeah, I remember. What about it?” 


“He showed you some videos on it, right?” Bee asked, but continued without waiting for an 
answer. “Well, you can do a lot of stuff on these things, I’m assuming you humans have an 
equivalent kind of device. But I was wondering if you wanted to draw using it?” 


Tommy blinked, stunned for a moment. ““What?” 


“Well, you looked kind of bored in here, but yeah.” Bee buzzed its wings, clicking its 
mandibles together, eyes crinkled. “Would you want to draw on it? Do you want me to show 
you how to? I thought it’d be a good way for you to pass the time. If you don’t want to that’s 
okay too! I just thought I’d ask.” 


Tommy blinked again, glancing at the holoframe/phone thing, before nodding. “Okay. I’d 
like to.” 


Bee didn’t pass it over right away, instead just staring at him, before making a weird noise 
that sounded an awful like a laugh through his ear. “I’m going to assume that was a yes. We 
still can’t understand you, bossman. It only works one way.” 


“Right.” He had forgotten. 


There was a soft click, and then a flash, before a bright blue light shone vertically away from 
one side of the little metal stick. Bee made a weird gesture, and then the light, or screen, got 


much larger, about the size of the average poster board, before Bee slid the holoframe 
through the gap at the bottom of the door. 


It spun to a stop when it hit Tommy’s foot, and Tommy stared down at the object for a 
moment. The blue light was the screen, if he remembered right, and if he hovered his hand 
over where the light was projected then it would act like a touch screen. 


Tommy bent down, avoiding the screen, and picked up the metal stick part of the holoframe, 
trying to ignore how his hands shook. He tried to mimic the same gesture Bee had made 
before, and nearly fell backwards on his ass in surprise as the blue light shot up, expanding at 
a rapid pace until it took up the entire span of the room. 


He dropped the holoframe with a curse, the light splitting Tommy off from door, taking up 
the space in front of him from wall to wall. Bee looked a little surprised, not quite alarmed 
but mostly just confused at the turn of events, but didn’t say anything. 


Tommy took this as nothing being particularly wrong with this situation, so he cautiously 
took a step closer to the holographic light of the holoframe. He reached a hand out to the 
screen, cautious, hesitant. 


And was caught off guard when his fingertips brushed something solid. 


Tommy jerked his hand back, staring at the screen wide-eyed, at the five white dots that had 
appeared where the tips of his fingers had somehow touched the light. Like, physically 
touched it, to the point he could feel it like it was a plane of glass even though it was just 
light, there shouldn’t be anything to feel. 


Despite his surprise, despite the fact that light shouldn t be able to fucking do that, a feeling 
that Tommy could only describe as giddiness filled his chest, bubbling up in his lungs and 
trying to flood over his rib cage. A smile cracked itself over his face, eyes widening no 
longer from surprise, but for anticipation, and a little bit of awe. 


Tommy reached out to touch the light again, and this time he pressed his palm flat to the 
surface, his smile only getting wider as a white imprint in the shape of his hand appeared 
beneath his skin. On the foreign material that felt oddly like glass, cold and smooth. 


He took his hand off of the glass and instead pressed a single finger to it, swiping it across 
quickly as if he was on his phone. A white line appeared following his finger, trailing just 
behind and stopping when he stopped. 


“This is nuts,” Tommy said, feeling the giddiness pool up in his throat. ““You’re technology is 
so fucking weird, big man. It’s almost scary how advanced yet how similar it is to our shit. 


Fuck. This is just like drawing on my phone.” 


Tommy swiped his finger every which way a couple more times, watching the lines dance 
behind his touch. He quickly grew tired of this, though. As fun as it was too paint simple 
lines on literal air, he could do other stuff too, right? Like drawing. 


Thing is, he wasn’t the best artist in the world. He was a bit better than stick figures, at least, 
but it wasn’t like he could do a hyper-realistic portrait of someone like it was nothing. 
Especially considering he was scribbling lines with his fingers instead of a pencil. 


He wanted to draw something, though. It was better than sitting on his ass all the time, bored 
out of his mind. What the hell was he supposed to draw, though? It wasn’t like he had a shit 
ton of inspiration, sitting in the same room for what had likely been weeks. 


Except— 


Tommy glanced over at Bee, and the alien flicked its wings again, staring at him with its huge 
fucking eyes. 


He had an idea now. 


He was moving before he even really noticed, barely even thinking about how the lines were 
placed as he drew them on the screen. He didn’t care how it looked, didn’t care if he would 
end up hating it. It didn’t matter. 


Again, Tommy had never been the best artist, at best being able to draw cartoon characters 
after watching classmates do it. But it didn’t matter, he didn’t give one single shit. He could 
draw whatever the fuck he wanted, it wasn’t like the aliens could judge him for it. 


He had to stretch to draw closer to the top of the screen, and crouch low to finish the lines 
closest to the ground. It burned against his still weak muscles, still used to being trapped 
inside of a cage and still on the weaker side due to being sick. He pushed through it anyway, 
he’d had worse, a lot worse, than just aching muscles. 


The lines appeared beneath his fingers, and Tommy just continued to draw. Kept going, 
despite not even fully knowing where he was going with it. He just had a vague idea, a 
distant memory, a glimpse at something that he missed with every inch of his heart, and that 
was what mattered. Not how it would look in the end, not if he would hate it or not. 


The feeling of the screen beneath his fingers still felt weird, feeling smooth glass where there 
logically wasn’t any, since it was just light that he was painting on, essentially. 


His movements sped up as he neared finishing, and when he finally pulled back, away from 
the screen with his hands tucked close to his chest, did he fully realize what he’d been 
intending to draw the entire time. 


It looked rough, because of course it did. Tommy wasn’t an artist by any means, but that 
wasn’t what he focused on. 


It was Hannah, mid-giggle, holding a rose from their garden in one hand and a small pile of 
bees in the other. Boomer was there too, looking like he was trying to back away. 


Tommy remembered that. 


He remembered looking out his window that day, a bright summer day a few years ago, when 
Hannah and Boomer were still in elementary school. He’d only looked away from his video 
games to the window because Boomer had been yelling. And that’s how he’d found them. 


Hannah holding a bunch of bees that had flocked to the flower in her hand and then allowed 
her to hold them without stinging her, Boomer yelling at her to drop the flower and the bees 
before they stung her. While she just laughed at him, completely unconcerned, swearing up 
and down that they wouldn’t. 


Tommy had joined them outside just a few minutes later to admire the bees, much to 
Boomer’s dismay. Sam and Alex came out too, and they’d spent the rest of the day in the 
garden, feeding the bees sugar water. George had been out with his friends that day, but when 
he came home, he also joined them. 


They didn’t see bees often on Earth anymore, so it was a special moment for all of them. And 
what he had just drawn was the moment that had started it all. 


Tommy stared at his own work, suddenly feeling very drained of all the energy that had been 
building like a pressure bubble threatening to burst just a few minutes ago. 


He was never going to see them again. Never going to get a moment like that again. 


Insect wings buzzed, and Tommy looked up, only just now noticing how silent the room had 
fallen while he had been drawing. 


Bee stared back at him, head tilted to the side slightly. Thought, it really wasn’t staring at 
him, per say, more so at the drawing. And he wasn’t the only one. The entire group of aliens 
had appeared in the doorway at some point, and were all staring at his drawing. From the 
leaves on the trees and the rose bushes to Hannah’s giggling face and Boomer’s indignant 
one. 


Bony Fuck was the one who caught his attention next, though, as it reached over Bee and 
pressed its hand on the wall next to the door. In the next second, the door slid open, much to 
the apparent dismay of the rest of the aliens. 


Static filled Tommy’s ears for a moment, and he flinched, stepping back as Bony Fuck 
stepped in. Pig grabbed at Bony Fuck’s arm, grunting, but it batted Pig away with a hiss. 


“Will-burr,” Pig’s voice crackled in Tommy’s ear, even from as far away as it was. “What are 
you doing?” 


“Let me go!” Bony Fuck had hissed back, and then it was going further into the room. Pig 
Bastard tried to follow it in, but Bird threw out a wing to stop it. 


Tommy took another step back as Bony Fuck drew closer, curling his shoulders in 
defensively, and ducking low, eyes wide. He didn’t— Bee said he could draw. Was Bony 
Fuck pissed at him or something? Had he done something he wasn’t supposed to? Would Bee 
trick him like that on purpose. 


Bony Fuck stopped immediately, eyes flashing to green as it hovered just on the other side of 
the screen. It looked Tommy up and down, seeming to take note of... something. Tommy 
didn’t know or care what. 


“I’m not going to hurt you,” Bony Fuck said, and his voice was low, soft, almost musical in 
nature. “I swear.” 


Yeah, Tommy definitely believed that. He glared at Bony Fuck as hard as he could, hoping 
that would mask how much fucking terror was flooding through his veins at the moment. He 
still didn’t know what he did wrong. Bee said he could draw. It said he could. 


The other bony alien was the one who drowned him, over and over and over again, pulling 
him up when he was on the brink of passing out. There was a word for it, Tommy knew, but 


he couldn’t remember what that word was. 


Even with the screen thing keeping them apart, Tommy was frozen. Water was choking at his 
lungs. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t breathe. 


“T’m not going to hurt you,” Bony Fuck said again. It’s voice was deeper than Bee’s, than 
Bird’s, but it was British all the same. Tommy still couldn’t fucking breathe. It was lying. It 
was lying, it had to be lying. “Calm down. I won’t hurt you, I promise.” 


Tommy could feel himself trembling, shaking so hard that it was nearly unbalancing him 
from the force. He took another step back. He couldn’t fucking breathe, what little air he 
managed to get came and went in gasps. Bee said it was fine, Bee said he could. He didn’t do 
anything wrong. 


Bony Fuck flattened the spikes along its spine and where it’s ears should’ve been if it were 
human. “I won’t hurt you,” it said again., and then it turned and gestured at Hannah, or the 
drawing of her at least. “This is your pack? Right?” 


The oddness of the question made the panic that was choking him from the inside out lessen, 
only slightly. Tommy inhaled shakily, slightly deeper than the gasping breaths he had been 
doing before. “My pack?” he croaked. “Do you mean like— like family, or something?” 


Bony Fuck, as expected, didn’t answer, just stared at Tommy blankly. 


“Yes,” Tommy said after a few beats of the staring. “My— my “pack” or— or whatever. My 
family.” 


Bony Fuck’s tail wiggled, for some fucking reason. Tommy stared at the alien right back, 
trying his best not to flinch as it took another step towards the screen. It didn’t come any 
closer than that though, only raised one hand and pressed it to the screen, holding it flat 
against the light. 


“Hi,” Bony Fuck said, softly, quietly, as if trying not to spook a frightened animal. Which, 
Tommy essentially was in this situation, so that kind of reaction made sense. “My name is—” 
static, for just a moment. “Wilbur. What’s yours?” 


Wilbur. An oddly human sounding name, if not old-fashioned. Tommy felt an odd sort of 
hysteria build up in his throat at the sound of it, at the fact one of the aliens who had 
essentially adopted him like a dog from the last ones was asking him what his name was, 
instead of just naming him whatever they wanted to. 


It was— it was almost like they thought he was a person, even though they were treating him 
like untrained puppy. 


It was a ridiculous thought, but some stupid, naive part of Tommy’s brain latched onto the 
idea with a fervor. It was the same part of himself that clung to their kindness, that craved 
their company because they were the only people that he had anymore. 


“Tommy,” he said, just barely audible. He could barely hear himself, his voice hardly above a 
frightened whisper, but it was there. 


Bony—Wilbur—smiled, its inhumanly shaped mouth pulling back too wide, revealing too 
many sharp teeth. The sudden flash of fear that went through Tommy at the sight of all those 
fangs paired with the flashing green eyes made his shoulders jump up to his ears. 


Logically, Tommy knew that Wilbur and the other bony alien were two different people, two 
different members of the same species. He knew that in the curl of Wilbur’s short dark brown 
fur on its head where human hair would be, in contrast to the long, pale, straight fur of the 
other alien. He knew it in the tinge of their skin, how the other aliens had been a much richer, 
darker blue color while Wilbur’s was a pale blueish gray. 


They were different, but that didn’t make the smile on Wilbur’s face any less like the other 
alien’s had been. Corners of the mouth that stretched so wide it damn near split their heads in 
half, brilliantly white, short fangs that ran in a dozen rows in their mouths like a shark’s. 
Teeth that could rip Tommy’s throat out, paired with the a jaw that opened so wide it could 
probably do so easily. 


But Wilbur didn’t make the bone-chilling, eerie screeching noise that meant it was laughing. 
Its spines/ears things slowly flitted upwards, and its tail wiggled a bit more, like a dog 
wagging its tale when it was excited. 


“Hi Tah-me,” Wilbur said, a bit louder than before, but still gentle, still soft. Tommy 
swallowed, ignoring the mispronunciation of his name, and stupidly, hesitantly, took a step 
closer to the screen. 


Wilbur’s bright green eyes were soft, round. If you ignored the lack of obvious pupil, then 
they almost looked human. Tommy couldn’t help but stare at them, taking another step even 
despite the fear that drummed into his veins. The stupid, foolish, clingy part of himself drove 
him forward, closer to the danger. It was trusting, gullible, even when Tommy himself knew 
better than to blindly put his faith into the alien that was essentially his owner. 


The both of them were a lot closer than Tommy should have been comfortable with, 
especially with just the flimsy screen of the holoframe keeping them apart. All Wilbur would 
have to do was turn off the screen, as he likely knew how where Tommy did not, and then it 
would be able to kill him easily. 


But Tommy didn’t pull back, didn’t pull away. He couldn’t. Tommy— Jommy wanted, 
wanted something that even he himself couldn’t name or place, only blindly follow with little 
knowledge of what he was actually doing. 


His hand raised up, slowly, cautiously, staring at Wilbur to see what he would do. Wilbur 
didn’t react outwardly, only stared at Tommy’s slow-moving hand, completely still. 


Tommy pressed his palm to the smooth glass-like surface of the screen, right over where 
Wilbur’s was on the other side. His hand was much smaller compared to Wilbur’s, his fingers 
seeming fat and stubby compared to the long, slender appendages attached to the alien’s 
palm. It had four fingers like he did, each of them, and its thumb, were tipped with a 
wickedly sharp claw that made the fingers seem even larger. His hand was practically only 
half the size of Wilbur’s, the tips of his fingers barely reaching the top of the alien’s palm. 


“Hi Toh-me,” Wilbur murmured, soft and quiet and barely audible enough for Tommy to 
catch it. He didn’t even look at the alien as it spoke, instead staring at where they’re palms 
met, on either side of the glass. “It’s nice to officially meet you.” 


Embarrassingly, tears sprang into Tommy’s eyes, and a hysterical little giggle bubbled up 
from his chest, slipping out from his throat without his permission as tears followed it. 


“Nice to meet you too,” he whispered back, his voice was choked, thick with the tears that he 
couldn’t stop, not even if he tried. 


The screen between their hands flickered and died, and Tommy inhaled sharply as his palm 
pressed again Wilbur’s, tension filling his muscles again. Smooth, almost slimy skin slid 
against Tommy’s, and Wilbur had also seemingly frozen, ear-spines flattened again. 


Tommy didn’t dare breathe, but even with that, his fingers curled like they had a mind of 
their own. His palm shifted slightly higher on Wilbur’s, until Tommy could thread his fingers 
through Wilbur’s and squeeze. 


The alien was frozen, just a shock-still as Tommy was, as its fingers hovered uncertainly over 
Tommy’s, like it was trying to decide to hold his hand back. 


Tommy wasn’t sure what possessed him to do this, but he had a funny feeling it was the 
desperate, needy part of himself again. The one that wanted him to pull closer, the one that 
craved more of the aliens’ kindness in the face of the absence of it he’d received for the past 
several months. 


He forced himself to ignore it, the best he could, anyway. He just clung to Wilbur’s hand 
tightly, that was all he could do. 


The silence they were in now was far from uncomfortable, maybe only a little strange, 
especially with the rest of the aliens staring at him and Wilbur. Tommy made up for it by not 
looking at any of them, just staring at the both of their hands. 


Then Wilbur’s fingers curled in, gripping Tommy’s hand back, even though its hold was 
lighter, somehow even more unsure and hesitant than Tommy’s was. It was gentle with its 
claws, its fingers ghosting lightly over his hand. 


Here Tommy was, holding the hand of a fucking alien because he was lonely. In space. Never 
to see his family or even earth again. 


How the fuck had this become his life? 


Right. He got abducted by aliens and tortured for months, and now he was holding hands 
with his new... owners? They didn’t treat him like some kind of untrained dog anymore. Bee 
asked him what he wanted to do, Wilbur asked for his name, and actually used it. 


Tommy was confused. So fucking confused, and he didn’t know if he could do this. He didn’t 
— it hurt to think about. All of this. From being able to understand the aliens somehow to 
being stupidly attached to them for no reason other than them treating him nicely. 


He couldn’t do this. 


So maybe he should just stop questioning it. 


Tommy squeezed Wilbur’s hand, just once, just to see what it would do. Wilbur stayed silent, 
and he could feel its eyes burning holes into his face, but Tommy keep his eyes on their 
hands. 


Its skin was warm. 


Wilbur, oh so hesitantly, squeezed back, only once, just like Tommy had done. 


Yeah, maybe Tommy should just stop questioning these things. 
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There had been a lot of chaos that had taken place over the last several days on the ship of the 
Esbiai. Between finding their terran friend on the poacher ship, then finding out about his 
sickness and having to treat him, and then slowly being able to communicate with him, even 
one sided, there hadn’t been a lot of time for regular duties. 


Standard procedure would keep at least one person on the bridge during the sleeping cycle, 
typically the crewmember who was a phant, as phants required much less sleep than other 
species. However, in the excitement of trying to adjust to their passenger being on the ship, 
most of their routine had been disturbed. Including the measures that they usually kept in 
order to keep themselves safe. 


The excitement of their progress with their passenger hadn’t calmed down yet, and therefore 
the bridge was unguarded, the crew asleep in their rooms. Their passenger, awake, waiting, 
unaware of what time it was and what the normal sleeping cycle was for the ship. While the 
rest of the lights on the Esbiai were dim, the containment cells were always lit fully. 


The passenger was the only one awake to detect the approaching ship, but he was isolated, in 
the containing cell, far from the bridge. Far from the alerts that beeped, the screens that 
flashed, warning that a ship was trying to ping the bridge. Then warning that the unknown 
ship was attempting to override manual controls. Then the warning of the unknown ship 
attempting to board. 


All of these alarms went unheard, the crew asleep, unworried, unknowing in their quarters. 
The passenger too isolated to hear them, and having no way of alerting the crew even if he 
did. 


That is, until the main generator across the ship died, plunging the entire ship into darkness, 
including the containment cells. The passenger, for the first time since arriving on the ship 
called the Esbiai, was surrounded by shadows too thick for him to even see his hand right in 
front of his face. 


The passenger stood, staring at the empty hole where the door used to be, the one that had 
kept him from the rest of the ship for so long, days, maybe even weeks. 


Then the auxiliary power kicked on, and bathed the rooms of the Esbiai in dim red lights. 
And only a second later, ear-bleeding sirens started to blare. 


A pounding knock on Tommy’s door jolted him away from his computer, his head snapping 
from his video game and upwards. Fran, who was curled on top of his legs, also swiveled her 
head towards the door at the sound of the knock. 


Tommy pulled his headphones off of his head and leaving them around his neck as the door 
opened, his father on the other side. 


“Hey,” Sam said, a bit breathlessly, worry pinching his features. Concern nagged at Tommy’s 
chest. “Sorry for barging in, but I need you to do me a favor. George just got into a car 
accident—not a bad one,” Sam clarified once he saw the look on his face. “He’s fine, just a 
bit scraped up, but his car’s totaled and he needs a ride back to his apartment. Can you pick 
up Hannah and Boomer from practice, please? It ends in an hour, and George is about an hour 
away from town.” 


“T’ve only had my license for a month,” Tommy protested. “Are they even going to want to 
ride with me?” 


“At the moment, they don’t have a choice, unless they want to order an Uber with money 
they don’t have,” Sam said. “I’m not comfortable with you driving an hour out of town in the 
old beater to help George, you know that piece of shit wouldn’t make it that far. Just pick up 
the twins from practice, head home, there’s frozen pizza in the freezer. I should be home 
before nine.” 


“Okay,” Tommy said with a sigh. “Yeah Ill pick them up, When does their practice end, 
again?” 


“7:30,” Sam said, turning to leave and raising his voice in order to make up for the growing 
distance. “Again, frozen pizza for dinner, I should be home before long. Don’t wait to make 
me anything! Worse comes to worse I'll have some of the leftovers in the fridge.” 


“Okay!” Tommy called back, already pulling on his headphones. He glanced down at the 
time, 6:13. He had a bit before he had to pick up the twins, he could play for a few more 
minutes. 


“T love you! See you soon!” 


“Love you!” Tommy said back, absentmindedly, already zeroing in on his game once more. 
He would leave in a few minutes to go get the twins. It wouldn’t take him long to finish 


fucking around on here anyway. 


Tommy hummed lowly to himself, twirling the keys to the old beater between his fingers. His 
earbuds were loud, blasting some song through his ears that he didn’t recognize. That’s what 
he got for hitting shuffle on a random playlist he found that was fourteen hours long, he 
supposed. 


The beater, or Old Betsy, as George and Alex had called it when they drove it, was older than 
him and barely functioning enough to make it down the street, but it was his. After going 
through two teenagers before him, and it’s already old age, it was terribly beaten down, thus 
the name “the beater”. Tommy was surprised that it didn’t break down on him before he got 
off their street every single time he got behind the wheel of the car. 


It was a shit car, but it was his, and Sam had been teaching him how to fix it up ever since 
Alex went off to college two years ago. Even if it did break down on him, Tommy had 
enough confidence in his ability that he could get get it running again in a few minutes, so 
long as the problem wasn’t bad enough. 


Tommy left his earbuds in as he started the car, unbothered at the longer time it took to crank 
up then usual. The beater was an old 2010 model, almost twenty years old by now, it wasn’t 
unusual for it to have trouble starting on occasion. He’d been meaning to look into that 
anyway, but he’d have to do that later. 


Tommy reversed out of their long driveway with practiced ease, switching from gravel to 
pavement easily. Living in a house big enough for five kids and one adult to each have their 
own room is nice, but it also came at the price of them living off the beaten path, as Sam 
would say. 


The house supposedly used to belong to Sam’s grandparents, who were relatively well off 
before they died and left it to him shortly after George was adopted and Alex was placed as a 
foster kid. And Sam’s grandparents apparently liked living in buttfuck nowhere. 


Town was thirty minutes away on a good day, on a bad day, it could be over an hour. Today 
was definitely a good day, though, no rain so there shouldn’t be mud clogging the unpaved 
roads he’d have to drive through. The worst he should get would be the tail end of rush hour, 
though rush hour down in the boonies really only meant that he would actually see another 
car on his way into town instead of being completely alone on the road. 


The radio had been busted in this van since Sam had started driving almost ten years ago. 
Most of the time they played music on their phones, but Tommy typically just left his 
headphones in. Yeah, technically it was against the law, but unless he got pulled over, it 
didn’t really matter, did it? It’s not against the rules until you get caught. 


Tommy glanced at the clock. 7:02. He’d be a bit behind, most likely, but the twins wouldn’t 
be waiting long. They’d live. 


He had no idea if Sam had texted them and told them that he was picking them up instead of 
him, but they would recognize the beater when it pulled in the parking lot and know it was 
him. 


Tommy glanced down at the speedometer and frowned, catching sight of the needle slowly 
inching downward, even though the amount of pressure he was placing on the gas pedal 
hadn’t changed. He pressed a bit harder on the pedal, watching as the needle jumped a bit, 
but continued its slow descent downward. 


Then the check engine light popped on. 


God fucking dammit. 


Tommy sighed, turning on his hazard lights and pulling to the side of the road the best he 
could. There wasn’t really a shoulder he could pull onto, country roads didn’t typically have 
them, so he was half in the grass and half in the road, but if he went any further then he’d be 
in the ditch, so he didn’t really have a choice. 


Guess he was going to be later than he originally thought. 


Tommy turned the car off and took out the key, getting out of the car with another frustrated 
sigh. He left the door open, sending a quick text to Sam saying that he was going to be 
slightly late picking up the twins before leaving his phone on the seat. Tommy took his 
headphones out and placed them on the seat as well, before going back towards the front of 
the car. 


He popped the hood, going through a mental checklist of what the possibilities of the 
problem could be. Clogged fuel filter, mass air flow sensor, oxygen sensor, timing belt, 
transmission, air filter, et cetera et cetera. 


Tommy hoped to whatever god was out there it was just the air filter. He could replace an air 
filter, he even had a spare one in the car, he and Sam were planning to change it this 
weekend. 


He took a scrutinizing glance at what the air filter housing was fastened with before Tommy 
was back at the car, prying up the floorboard that one of the backseats could be folded into 
and fishing out the toolbox that was inside. 


Something rustled in the woods behind him, on the other side of the ditch. 


Tommy paused, a frown writing itself across his face without his permission. Something 
nervous and paranoid crawled up his spine, like someone’s eyes were on him. 


He stood up straight, slowly, and glanced over his shoulder, eyebrows furrowed. The tree line 
was dense at this part of the road, he couldn’t see more than a couple feet into the woods, but 
from what he could see into, there wasn’t anything there. 


There were coyotes, he knew. They had them in this area, but they typically didn’t go after 
humans. The worst problems they had were that Tommy knew some of the neighbors a few 
miles down the road had a horse of theirs mauled by a pack of coyotes, but they’d never 
tracked down the pack. 


Tommy did not want to meet the coyotes that were hungry enough to take down that horse. 


Slowly, he turned and pressed his back to the side of the car, still staring into the trees. He 
scanned the foliage, looking for something, anything that would dismiss his worries as just 
something that his mind made up to spook him. 


Tommy took a deep breath. He didn’t have time for this, and it was probably nothing anyway. 
The coyotes around here weren’t dumb enough to fuck with humans, his mind was just 
playing tricks on him. Plus, it was the woods. Tommy has spent years living by these woods, 
and they made noise sometimes, nothing more to it than that. 


He was just overreacting. He needed to get the car fixed and get going, the twins were going 
to be pissed that he left them waiting on him, whether they know he was the one getting them 
or not. 


Tommy shook his head, trying to dislodge the lingering anxiety that clung to him, and went 
back to the hood. It was likely just the air filter, it wouldn’t take him long to change and then 
he’d be on his way. Nothing to make a fuss about. 


He couldn’t shake the feeling of eyes glaring into him, boring into him, burning holes into his 
skin like a hot knife through butter. It kept him on edge as he pried the air filter housing out 
of its spot next to the engine and opened it with little effort. 


Sure enough, the air filter was absolutely filthy and clogged beyond belief. The housing of it 
was barely any better. And of fucking course he had forgotten to get the spare air filter from 
where it had been right next to the fucking toolbox. Why was he so stupid? 


Tommy didn’t want to go back over to the side of the car, he didn’t want to turn his back to 
the forest. The niggling paranoia was slowly growing, turning louder, fiercer, dread curling in 
his gut and sinking heavy like a stone. 


He couldn’t— he couldn’t move— he didn’t— 


Tommy closed his eyes, clenched his fists, and forced himself to breathe, counting backwards 
from ten. The intense feeling of fear faded into something a bit more bearable, a bit lighter, a 
bit easier to keep ahold of, but it kept itself right where it was, not leaving, not budging an 
inch. 


It was just a couple of steps, around the side of the car. It would take a few seconds at most, 
there wasn’t anything in the woods, nothing that warranted this level of dread that he couldn’t 


shake. 


Tommy forced his feet to move, every step feeling like it weighed a thousand pounds. He 
could still feel phantom eyes burning into him, the intense feeling of being watched so 
strong, and only becoming worse as he went around to the side of the car. His hands shook 
picking up the air filter, and he very nearly dropped it trying to get it out of the floorboard 
compartment. 


Another deep breath, Tommy forcing himself to keep calm as he straightened up. This wasn’t 
anything but anxiety. Tommy could deal with anxiety. He was fine. It was fine. Everything 
was fine. 


A low, almost human noise sounded from behind him, from mere feet away, and Tommy 
dropped the air filter, spinning around. His hand fished for a weapon, but the only thing he 
had on him were his keys, and that was hardly useful in a fight. 


Especially against what he saw next. 


Tommy swore his eyes were playing tricks on him, they fad to be, because this wasn’t— this 
wasn’t possible. That wasn’t possible. 


But there it was. 


Trees rustled and shook as a thin, spindly looking creature broke through the thick foliage at 
the tree line, groaning in an almost human way, but with something hollow and windy 
echoing in the noise. Scaled in brilliant golds and rich browns, eyes a piercing blue that 
almost glowed, all iris, no pupil. 


What looked like hundreds of fragile, long limbs spiraled outside of its body, also a too-thin 
shape. A too-long neck and a head that was shaped almost like a human skull, sans the visible 
mouth and nose. Smoke rose off of its body and swirled behind it, almost like it was burning 
from the inside out. 


Tommy was frozen, completely and utterly frozen in terror. There were supposed to be two 
fear responses, fight or flight, yet Tommy’s body had chosen to clench up and refuse to move, 
despite every primal instinct in his brain suddenly screaming at him to run. 


This creature was that of like nightmares, especially as its glowing blue eyes zeroed in on 
him, and several of its legs crossed over the two-meter-wide ditch with a single step. 


His breath came in shallow gasps, pressing as far back as he could get away from the 
creature, but with the side of the van pressing into his skin, there wasn’t anywhere to go. 


Its head leveled right in front of Tommy’s, its eyes inches away from his own. The blue 
seemed to swirl and dance like a candle flame, switching from a dark indigo to pale sky. It 
was hypnotizing, mesmerizing, terrifying. 


One of its many, many legs reached upward. It had no fingers, just clawed hooks like an 
insect, the very tip being deep reddish brown color the shimmered in the light of the setting 
sun. 


Its head tilted to the side, and Tommy stared at it, fear and danger-danger-RUN pounding 
through his veins with every frantic, adrenaline filled beat of his heart, but he couldn’t move. 
Not even as its foot creeped closer to Tommy’s face. 


It kind of, in a terrifying, freakish way, reminded Tommy of a spider, at least with how it was 
shaped. Last Tommy checked, spiders didn’t have scales, or have hundreds of legs, or have 
two eyes, or were gold, or were, you know, the size of a fucking minivan. This thing was 
almost as big as the beater, if not larger. 


A tear slipped down Tommy’s face as he trembled, watching the creature stare at the drop 
until it fell at the grass below their feet. It tilted its head the other way, before rising up to be 
eye-to-eye with Tommy again. 


It made a horrible moaning, whooshing, hollow noise, much like the one earlier, and then 
pain flared into Tommy’s whole body. 


It was the worst pain he’d ever felt, and he screamed, loud enough to wake the neighbors, if 
there were any down this way. It burned, starting from his side and spreading through his rib 
cage, up his torso and down his legs like a deadly poison that had no antidote. 


Tommy’s knees gave out, his vision going blurry from the tears and the pain, and he fell, 
sliding down his spot against the van with a pained sob. He could smell what was oddly like 
the scent of meat cooking on the grill as the creature withdrew. His hand flew to his side, 
where there was what looked like a hole burned through his shirt, the searing pain right 
beneath it. 


What the fuck. 


Tommy snapped his head upwards, eyes widening as the creature leaned down again. 
Another round of primal terror flashed through him. and with a strength he didn’t know he 
had, Tommy reared back and slammed his shoe directly into the creature’s face. 


It flew backwards with an awful hissing/moaning sound, crashing into the foliage on the 
other side of the ditch. Tommy gaped for a moment, surprised by his won strength, before the 
creature twitched, legs shifting. 


Yeah, he took that as motivation to fucking run. 


Tommy scrambled to his feet, taking off for the other side of the car. His keys— his keys 
were in his pocket. He could get out of here, he needed to get out of here. He didn’t know 
what the fuck that was, but he had to get away from it. He didn’t know how the fuck it had 
burned a hole in his shirt or what it was even doing here, but he just had to get away. 


Tommy fumbled and pulled his keys out of his pocket, bolting for the driver’s side. Even if 
the car wouldn’t start, even if the acceleration was shit— he had to get the fuck out of here. 
Right fucking now. 


He was just barely rounding the hood of the old beater when something heavy slammed into 
him, knocking him into the asphalt. His keys flew out of his hand and he could hear it skid on 


the asphalt, out of reach. 


Tommy’s head slammed into the concrete with a heavy thud, and everything went dark. 
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8:12-Hannah: Where are you? 


Sam frowned down at his phone, eyebrows furrowed. George glanced at him from the 
passenger seat, a questioning look on his face, but Sam didn’t look back over to meet his 
gaze. 


He pressed the call button on Hannah’s contact and let it ring through the speaker of his car. 
Hannah answered almost immediately, barely letting it ring once before her voice was 
flooding through the speakers just a moment later. 


“Purpled is willing to give us a ride, I just wanted to know if you were on your way or not,” 
Hannah said calmly, though she sounded annoyed, for obvious reasons. “Its been 45 minutes 
since practice ended. I don’t want to keep him or the instructors waiting any longer.” 


“Your brother was supposed to pick you up,” Sam replied, furrowing his brows further in 
confusion. “Are you sure the beater isn’t in the parking lot? I told him to go get you before I 
left almost two hours ago. I’m taking George back to his apartment.” 


“Ol Betsy isn’t here, we’ve been looking,” Boomer piped in, slightly muffled, like he was 
further away. Hannah probably had them on speaker. “Plus, Tommy wouldn’t have waited 
this long without spamming our phones if he really was out there and we missed it. And the 
beater isn’t exactly hard to miss.” 


Sam turned to George, who was giving him a concerned look. The brunet held up his phone, 
Tommy’s contact pulled up and the finger held over the call button. Sam nodded, and George 
clicked it, holding the phone up to his ear as it rang. 


“Tf Purpled is willing to give you a ride home, go ahead. I’ll give him some gas money when 
I see him next,” Sam sighed, looking back toward the road. They were near George’s 
apartment now. “I’ll go figure out where Tommy’s at. He probably just fell asleep without 
realizing. I’m sorry, I didn’t know he hadn’t come to get you.” 


“Tt’s fine, see you soon,” Hannah sighed. 


“Love you,” Sam said. 


“Love you,” the twins replied, before hanging up with a sharp click. 


“No answer,” George said, pulling his phone away from his ear and glancing down at him. 
“This isn’t like him.” 


“No, it isn’t.” Sam was gripping the wheel a bit tighter than he normally did. “That’s what 
worries me. I’m sure he just fell asleep, though. That’s all it is.” 


“He would’ve woken up when we called, he’s a light sleeper.” 


“T know.” 


“T’m calling him again.” 


“Please do.” 


The sirens tore at Tommy’s eardrums, screeching and wailing so impossibly loud that it might 
as well have been a banshee’s screams. It was so much worse than the blaring alarms at the 
other ship. This wasn’t just annoying, this was painful, this was ear-bleeding. 


Tommy clapped his hands over his ears and sank to the ground, burying his head between his 
knees. It was a futile, desperate attempt at blocking out the noise, one that didn’t even 
fucking work. 


The siren, however, cut out after about only thirty seconds, abruptly ending with a staticky 
sound. The lights made as stubbornly red as ever, much dimmer than the normal fluorescent 
bright led-like lights, thus the lights were casting dark, awful shadows through the room 
Tommy had spent so long in. 


Tommy forced himself up, to his feet. His legs wobbled, and he had to brace himself against 
the wall with one arm. Walking was hard, him stumbling over his own footsteps like a 
newborn deer when less than a minute before he had been walking fine. 


He stared, wide-eyed, at the open door in front of him. Open. Completely. Nothing and no 
one blocking it, unless it was a trap, of course. Though Tommy doubted that an alarm like 
that and lights like these would turn on just to lure him out into an ambush, not unless Wilbur 
and the other aliens were a lot more dedicated than he thought they were. 


Tommy took a step, two, towards the doorway. The transparent door thing didn’t slam into 
the ground with a heavy thud, blocking him out. The gap in the wall remained just that, a gap, 
a hole, empty space. 


Stepping through it felt like finality, felt like change, in some unexplainable way. Dread 
curled up his spine, wrapping around his insides with a heaviness he couldn’t shake. 
Something was wrong. 


He had only been in this hallway twice before that he could remember. Once slung over Pig’s 
shoulder as he was carried from the first ship to this one, bound and gagged, and the other 
when Bird carried him out when he was sick. The days, weeks, however long it had been, 
spent on this ship had been spent in that cell. The one that Tommy was now staring at from 
the outside. 


He tore his gaze from the still empty doorway, down the hallway he now found himself in, 
and then the other side as well. To his left, it ended sharply after only a few feet, some sort of 
cabinet of drawers looking thing on the wall. To his right, the hallway curved sharply right 
after his door, leaving nothing inside but another wall. 


There was only one way to go, then. 


Tommy’s hobbling footsteps seemed to get stronger as he walked, bare feet padding near- 
silently against the freezing, smooth floors. He shivered, wishing he had brought one of the 
blankets from his pile with him. The air of the ship was slowly growing bitterly cold, biting 
into his skin and sending goosebumps over his exposed skin, which, due to the ripped nature 
of his clothes, was quite a large portion of his body. 


The hallway twisted and turned sharply, solid green cutouts in the walls seemed to be doors, 
just like the one to his cell, but were opaque instead of transparent, and were closed instead of 
opened. Tommy didn’t know how to open them, there weren’t exactly alien instruction 
manuals on how to navigate a ship, and if there was, it wasn’t like Tommy could read one. 


The red lighting continued all across the ship as Tommy walked, slowly, down the hall. 
Unblinking, unceasing, dim enough to be casting dark shadows across everything. The ship 
was eerily quiet, not a single sound shaking through the walls or even the slightest whisper 
ghosting against his ears. Nothing. The only thing Tommy could hear were the tiny sounds of 
his own breath and near-silent footsteps. 


And then a door a few feet ahead of him, on the left side of the hallway, zipped out of sight 
with a quick whooshing noise. Tommy froze as voices, multiple of them, suddenly filled the 
once-silent ship. 


“You know, I expected better,” a male, American voice said, higher-pitched than Pig’s or 
Oreo’s. “The great S-B-I bounty hunters, taken down by merely disabling their main power 
generator remotely and boarding their ship. It’s pathetic really.” 


Tommy kept himself very, very still, hardly daring to breathe. His heart pounded in his chest, 
beating so hard against his rib cage that he thought they would break from the force. Terror 
wrapped itself around his lungs, squeezing almost as if in warning, and keeping his breaths 
quiet, but fast and shallow as well. 


He didn’t know who was talking, who this was, but he highly doubted that they were friendly. 
The way they were speaking certainly didn’t make it sound like they were here for sunshine 
and rainbows and hugs. 


“T also find it kind of convenient,” the same American voice said. “That you are some of the 
greatest bounty hunters of all time, definitely the best in the galaxy, and you kept three beings 
with the biggest prices on their heads on your ship without doing a damn thing. Must be 
going soft, I say.” 


“Fuck you,” hissed another voice, sounding suspiciously like Bee. 


“Don’t be like that, you know I’m right,” said the first one. “A live terran is priceless at the 
Pit, you know. And you would’ve gotten a hefty sum if you had just flown it to Asempii and 
given it back to us. Not to mention the endrians’ lost prince, and his apicapra kidnapper. 
You’d be able to buy a brand new ship with the money you’d get for their bounties.” 


“Fuck you!” Bee shouted again, and then there was a heavy smacking sound, followed by a 
thud. A screech that sounded an awful lot like Oreo sounded out a second later. 


“Get off him!” Oreo shrieked, and there were similar cries from what sounded like Bird and 
Wilbur, but a moment later, there was a sickening crack. 


Tommy slapped a hand over his mouth and squeezed his eyes shut as what the was definitely 
worst noise he’d ever heard echoed through the ship, a weird pained sound that sounded 
almost like hum, but if it had been mixed with a shriek. 


“Don’t be mouthy with me,” growled the American voice. “The endrians only care about 
whether their prince is alive, they would be just as satisfied with your head if you continue to 
be unpleasant.” 


Tommy didn’t know what an endrian was, or what an apicapra was, or what an asempii was. 
He didn’t care. He shouldn’t care about any of this. He should— he should— 


He should what, exactly? 


Run? Hide? This wasn’t a house that he could just leave out the front door and take off down 
the street. This was a fucking space ship. There wasn’t anywhere to run to. Hiding wouldn’t 
last forever. He wouldn’t last long either way. Whether Wilbur and the rest of the aliens 
found him, or this new asshole did, there wasn’t anything he could do, anywhere he could go. 
Either way, he was going to end up in some kind of cage again. 


Tommy was either going back in the room, or going back in the kennel. That much was 
obvious. 


And Tommy refused to go back in that fucking kennel. 


“You know, the five of you could have avoided all of this if you had just let our guys be,” the 
American voice hummed. “You would still be out, bounty hunting and all that, if you hadn’t 
taken the one job that led you to our little... side project. You could’ve solved all of this a lot 
faster if you had just given the terran back to Asempii, too, but no. You chose the hard way. 
This was your choice. Remember that.” 


Tommy stepped backward, back the way he had come and away from the door that the voices 
were coming from. He had to— he had to do something. Why exactly he was helping them 
when they had kept him locked in a cage for the past few weeks was beyond him. 


His hands curled into fists, and Tommy stepped backwards again, eyes narrowing in the 
direction of the door. He had to do something. 


What exactly he was going to do, he had no fucking clue. 


Sam pulled to the side of the road, staring with wide eyes at the beater parked on the other 
side. It still had the driver’s door open, and the passenger-side rear door was open too. The 
hood was propped up, the air filter housing removed. It would almost be normal, in some 
way, like he and Tommy were fixing it up again. It looked exactly the same as Sam had seen 
it last. 


Except for the three police cars parked around it, lights flashing. 


Tommy hadn’t come home last night. 


Sam prided himself on trusting his kids, which, he’ll admit, wasn’t easy as a single parent. He 
didn’t have a tracker on their phones, on their cars, nothing of the sort. Hell, they barely had 
curfews. The closest thing they had to a curfew was that if they were going to be out later 
than ten, he asked that they let him know. 


He had thought, in the car with George when Hannah had first called him, that Tommy was 
just asleep and forgot to go pick up his siblings. No big deal. But when he got home, the 
beater was gone from the driveway and the twins were alone in the house. The only 
communication from Tommy that came to any of them was a simple text that had been sent 
almost three hours prior, with Sam receiving only a “imma be a bit late” and nothing further. 


Again, no big deal... if a bit worrying. Tommy was a trustworthy kid, and Sam trusted his 
kids. Sure, it was a little out of character for him, but he was a teenager. Teenagers do out of 
character things. God knows Sam snuck out to go hang out with his friends without his 
parents permission plenty when he was Tommy’s age. 


But he never got a phone call from Tommy that night telling him that he would be late getting 
home. Or why he never actually went to go pick up his siblings. Or that he just plain lost 
track of time. Sam never got anything. He had stayed up a good majority of the night waiting 
on his son, but had fallen asleep on the couch on accident anyways. Only to wake up to a 
phone call from the police about them finding the beater on one of the roads into town. 


Sam scrambled out of his own car, bolting over to the beater as quickly as he could, ignoring 
the police tape that was stretched around it. He was barely dressed, still in the sweatpants and 
old t-shirt that he had slept in last night with his hair sticking up everywhere. 


He had practically thrown himself out of the house when he had gotten the phone call from 
the police. Getting dressed didn’t matter when his son was still missing and the car said son 
was supposed to be driving was found on the side of the road somewhere. 


An officer stepped out into his path, trying to cut him off from reaching the beater, but a 
different one intercepted him. 


“Are you Samuel Nook?” said the new officer, dismissing the other one with a wave of her 
hand. 


“Yes— Yes ma’am,” Sam said, his voice wavering. Adrenaline had forced the last of sleep 
from him ages ago, but there was still the unmistakable hint of exhaustion that indicated he 
had been asleep not even an hour before. ““That’s— someone from the station called and sent 
me here. Said that you found the car here— where is my son? He was driving it— he— he 
didn’t come home last night and I thought he was just out with his friends— Did you find 
him? Was he here? Please— please tell me he was here. 


The officer was giving him some look of sympathy, something pitying and somehow 
judgmental at the same time, and the sight of it made Sam bristle. 


“No, Mr. Nook,” the officer said, in the same sympathetic, mock-understanding voice that 
Sam would have expected with her expression. “We didn’t find your son. I’m just here to 
inform you of the current situation and what we need to do going forward into the 
investigation.” 


“Current situation? Current situation?” Sam said, his voice raising louder. He could hear his 

own desperation, frustration, his own anger in his voice. “My son is missing! That right there 
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is his car! This isn’t a fucking situation, this is a missing person’s case!” 


“T understand you’ re frustration,” the officer’s voice remained level and pleasant, but Sam 
didn’t miss the way her hand was held firmly on top of her taser, the way her eyebrows 
twitched downwards. “We’re doing everything we can. I just need to get a few answers from 
you so we can get as much information about what is going on as we can.” 


“T want to know where my fucking son is!” Sam snapped, eyes breaking from her to the 
crime scene behind her, spotting one of those stupid yellow tags on the pavement towards the 
front of the car. Said tag was parked right in front of a darker, reddish-stained spot on the 
gray concrete, about the size of Sam’s fist. 


Sam froze at the sight of it, staring. A camera flashed, the crime scene photographers 
snapping photo of the little tag and the stain. 


“Ts that blood?” he asked, his voice much softer now, almost scared. The officer remained 
silent, though her expression had changed to something a little more annoyed. “Is that 
blood?” Sam said again, raising his voice again as he turned back to her. “Who’s blood is 
that? Is that Tommy’s? Is that my son’s?” 


“We’ve taken a sample of it and took it back to the station for testing, that’s all I can say at 
this time,” the officer said. “Now, Mr. Nook, I need you to answer some questions for me 
regarding Tommy’s disappearance. We need to take you back to the station for that, if you’d 
like to meet us there, that’s fine, but we need to go over these questions with you.” She 
gestured back towards his own car away from the beater as cameras still flashed. “Now, if 
you please.” 


Sam stared at the beater for a moment, watching the people circle around it curiously. There 
was an officer down in the ditch on the side of the road too, pondering something, though 
most seemed to be concentrated at the front. 


He didn’t know what to do. 


He had hoped Tommy had just lost track of time. Had stayed over at a friend’s house and 
forgot to tell him. It was unlike Tommy to do that, but that’s what Sam had hoped, oh so 


desperately, was the truth. 


But now the car Tommy drove was a crime scene and Tommy himself was missing. 


“Okay,” he agreed quietly. “Alright. P’1I— I'll meet you there.” 


The officer didn’t hesitate to shoo him off after that, ushering him to his own car until he got 
in with promises of seeing him soon. Sam climbed into his car and shut the door, glancing at 
the officer as she walked back to the crime scene and started talking to another officer, too far 
away for him to hear. 


Sam gripped the steering wheel tightly, so tight that his knuckles turned white. Anger and 
desperation and fear clawed they’re way up his throat, and Sam took a shaky, deep breath 
before finally letting it all out with a single, sobbing— 


“Fuck” 
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The lights flickered. 


Tubbo raised his head towards the ceiling, wings quivering slightly. The broken one twinged 
in pain, and Tubbo instantly froze, trying to keep them still as he could. 


Quite honestly, he wasn’t sure how they had managed to get themselves into this situation. 


Well, actually, that was a complete lie. 


Taking Toh-me in and not giving him back to Asempii had always had its risks, they had 
known that the moment they had decided. Tubbo hadn’t expected the consequences to appear 
this quickly, though. Nor had he been expecting two high-ranking generals in Asempii’s high 
command to come and personally collect Toh-me. 


Nor had he expected that the generals would take one look at him and Ranboo and decide to 
“collect” them too. Except they weren’t being taken to get experimented on and tortured until 
they died, they were getting taken for the high-priced bounties on their heads. 


They both would be sent back to Vohid, Ranboo to become a prisoner in his own council, and 
Tubbo to likely have some sort of painful public execution to be made an example of. A 
warning to the universe to not interfere with the vohidrian council’s affairs, most likely. 


General Dream and General Punz were the only high ranking dereae in the Asempii forces, 
mostly because dereae were still a newly discovered sentient species. It was less than ten 
Kinoko revolutions ago that they were officially announced as sapient and sentient, and were 
thus entered onto the list of sapient species across the universe. They had been mostly 
fighters in the Pit beforehand, taken from their home planet that Tubbo couldn’t remember 
the name of and used as unwilling gladiators due to their various and efficient ways of killing 
things. 


There was still some stigma to them as being violent and brutal, which was why a lot of 
them, while being in various military forces across the universe, weren’t figureheads in said 
forces. General Dream and General Punz were the exception. 


Honestly, the reputation of the dereae was quite similar to that of the terrans, though the 
terrans hadn’t been “officially” proven to be sapient yet, and the dereae were not nearly as far 
along in their cultural and scientific development. 


The two generals, however, were practically ghost stories. Hardly anyone ever saw them, but 
anyone who did either ended up dead, or someone else did. So Tubbo had a pretty bad feeling 
about how this encounter with the the two dereae generals was going to go for them. 


“Take the endrian prince and his apicapra friend to the ship,” drawled Dream, his vibrant 
green scales glimmering in the red light. Tubbo snapped his head from the ceiling to the 
dereae, finding pale, slitted eyes staring him down. A long, reptilian mouth with far too many 
teeth grinned at him. “Ill handle the other three. Once you get them secured, we’ll go get our 
terran.” 


“Sounds like a good deal to me.” General Punz twitched his tail behind him, the venomous 
barb at the end curled up and pointed away, but that didn’t stop Tubbo from getting nervous 


at the sight. Dereae venom was a death sentence to the majority of known species, one slash 
of that and any of the crew would be dead in mere cycles, and it was excruciating enough to 
make even the strongest pass out from the pain. 


That was what had happened to Techno when he’d first encountered General Dream on the 
ship after they woke up, after all. Even though piglins were one of the few species that dereae 
venom wasn’t fatal too, it didn’t mean it wasn’t agonizingly painful to the point of 
unconsciousness. Phil was still crouched over him, trying to protect him from view even with 
his wings bound behind his back. 


“You're not fucking taking them anywhere,” Wilbur hissed, and Tubbo felt a quick tug on his 
arm from Phil, pulling him backwards and closer to him and Techno. Tubbo glanced over, 
finding Wilbur blocking the generals from Ranboo. “Over my dead body.” 


“That can be arranged,” General Dream said, sounding unsurprised and unconcerned. 
“Really, have you considered the likelihood that you and your little elytrian and piglin friend 
get out of here alive anyway? You don’t have money on your heads, the endrian prince and 
his friend do. You’re corpses will be just as valuable to Asempii as you with your hearts still 
beating.” 


The lights flickered again, and Tubbo glanced up, his mandibles shutting with a sharp click. 
He pulled his wrists against the bindings that held them in place behind his back and turned 
to glare back at the generals. 


General Punz took a single step forward, and Wilbur gave a warning screech, flattening his 
ear spikes and lashing his tail behind him. 


“Don’t make this hard for yourself,” said the general, tilting his head, red light shimmering 
along his scales. His were white and gold instead of Dream’s plain, vibrant green. 


“Fuck you,” Wilbur hissed, shuffling backwards a bit, but staying firmly in front of Ranboo. 
When the General Punz’s gaze swiveled to Tubbo, Phil pulled him backwards sharply, nearly 
yanking the apicapra over in his rush to get in front of him. 


General Punz flicked his tail, and then with one of his four arms, he pulled a phaser out from 
his belt. There was a click and a sharp whine, the barrel was leveled at Wilbur’s head, and all 
four of them froze. 


“T won’t say it twice,” the dereae said. “Move. Or I will shoot you in front of your little 
prince friend and move your corpse.” 


The lights flickered again. 


General Dream lifted his head towards the ceiling with a curious little grumbling noise, but 
seemed unbothered by the scene unfolding in front of him. 


BOOM. 


A sudden explosion rocked the ship, sending Wilbur, who was still standing unsteadily in 
front of Ranboo, sprawling. It nearly knocked Tubbo over too, if he hadn’t been next to the 
wall. The two dereae generals were also sent stumbling, the phaser being knocked out of 
General Punz’s hand and clattering to the floor. 


The lights went out completely, turning the ship to a blackened void for a moment, before the 
full power came online, lighting up the ship with its normal, bright white lights, the auxiliary 
power having no need to be on anymore. 


General Dream regained his footing quickly, peeling back his lips in a snarl. His head 
swiveled to the group, and Tubbo felt his antennae flatten as those pale, almost white eyes 
stared down at them. 


“Who else is on the ship?” the green dereae growled, drawing out his own phaser. “Who is 
hiding out there fixing your generators for you?” 


“There isn’t—” Tubbo stared to say. 


“Bullshit,” General Dream spat. “I know what we did to your power line, and it would take 
an actual person to repair it. Physically. Not a computer. It wouldn’t just turn on like that. 
You’re lying to me.” 


“There isn’t anyone else on the ship!” Phil snapped back. 


“T don’t believe you,” Dream growled, throaty and low. “Punz, go find the hiding one,” he 
turned to the other dereae. “Kill them and bring back the corpse to show these fuckers what 
happens when they decide to lie to me.” 


“Gladly,” Punz growled, and slunk out the door. 


Well that was likely to get the aliens’ attention. 


Tommy picked himself up off the ground from where the mini-explosion had knocked him 
backwards onto his ass. He wiped the soot from his face, and spat out what had gotten in his 
mouth, grimacing at the taste that lingered afterwards. 


He glanced up at the now bright lights that shone down on him, the room he’d found himself 
in. It was some kind of engine room, it had nothing but machine parts, some loose and 
scattered on the floor, seemingly not attached to anything, and some embedded into the walls 
that actually seemed to do something. 


He’d gotten lucky, stumbling in here. He’d gotten even more lucky upon discovering that, 
while aliens were advanced enough to create spaceships and magical shots and all sorts of 


other futuristic shit, couldn’t manage to make an engine and battery system any better than 
that of a van from twenty years ago on earth. 


Really, it was simple as jumping a car. Once he found out where the charge points were, and 
which one was the main battery and which was the backup. It wasn’t hard, not at all, 
considering one was running and one was not. It took a couple tries to figure out how to jump 
it properly, especially since the jumper cable things were very different than earth’s. 


He hadn’t expected it to blow up on him, but what can you do. The power was on, and now 
the unknown aliens were definitely on their way. Especially considering the explosion had 
been so damn loud. 


Tommy picked up the long, heavy pipe like thing that had been lying on the floor and palmed 
it, holding it like a baseball bat. It was a makeshift weapon, but it was better than having 
nothing at all considering he had no idea what these new aliens even looked like, not to 
mention how they were armed. 


He turned and faced the door, listening to heavy, thudding footsteps coming down the 
hallway. His breath was growing shaky, heart already beginning to pound. Tommy swallowed 
thickly and raised his head, squaring his shoulders. 


This was going to end in a fight. Tommy already knew, and he didn’t even know what he was 
up against. He didn’t even know what the new aliens looked like, and now he was preparing 
himself to fucking fight them. He was insane. 


He knew how to fight, though. He, Hannah, and Boomer had all been in the same training 
courses for years, George and Alex too, though they had dropped them far sooner than 
Tommy and the twins did. Tommy had only stopped going less than a year before his... 
impromptu kidnapping. Sure, what he’d been doing was all fair fighting, certain moves that 
would harm someone seriously not being allowed. And all of it had been done humans. Not 
on aliens. 


That doesn’t mean he couldn’t use it, though. And he was fucked if he didn’t even try. 


The whooshing of doors opening, the footsteps coming closer and closer. Anxiety clawed at 
Tommy’s chest as they approached, and he forced himself to take a deep breath. 


Thud. Thud. Thud. 


The door in front of him opened with another soft whoosh, and— 


Tommy froze. 


A fucking monster stood in front of him. Looking awfully like a mythical dragon, but 
missing the wings and adding another set of arms. It was scaled in golds and brilliant whites, 
eyes blood red and slitted like a snakes. A mouth full of dozens of fangs, and a long tail with 
a barb at the end that curled like a scorpions. 


“What’s this?” a voice, American, different from the one Tommy had heard earlier, rumbled. 
So there was more than one. “The little human got out of of its cage and decided to play 
mechanic? And somehow managed to make it work? Adorable.” 


Tommy drew his shoulders up to his ears and curled his lips back. 


“That’s an awful demeaning thing to say, innit?” he snarked, and the dragon-looking thing 
jerked backwards, tilting its head and pupils dilating. “I mean, you’re hardly the face of 
beauty either, Scaleface. And insulting my intelligence? Kind of a low blow, big man.” 


“You can speak?” Scaleface said after a moment of what Tommy could only assume was 
stunned silence. “I didn’t know humans could do that, you know. At least not in a way that 
could be translated directly. Interesting. Very interesting.” 


“Yeah, bitch boy, I can speak. Most humans can, unless you’re a baby. Or mute. This is all 
very, very fascinating, you know, but—” Tommy hefted his pole, tilting his head and pointing 
the end at Scaleface. “You hurt my friends.” 


“More fascinating that you can understand and respond to me,” Scaleface said thoughtfully, 
completely ignoring what Tommy said. “You must’ve been the one those stupid rooks put the 
transmitter in. They were supposed to deactivate it if it did end up working, but you can’t 
trust rooks to do their damn jobs. How lucky for you, that you were the one they tried it on. 
Not so much if it had fried your brain in the process, though.” 


“T’m going to pretend I know what those words mean,” Tommy said, not exactly sure what 
Scaleface was referring to by a “transmitter” or “rooks”. He was getting a healthy, growing 
sense of concern about things apparently frying his brain, though. “Are you even listening to 
me, asshole?” 


“Hm,” Scaleface said simply. “The transmitter is very much working on your end, so humans 
are clearly sapient enough for you to not be a vegetable right now. Unfortunate that where 
you’re going, no one will care.” 


“Yeah, you’re not listening. Okay.” Tommy rolled his eyes, hiked up his shoulders, and 
swung. 


His makeshift bat slammed into Scaleface’s ugly draconic snout, knocking the massive alien 
to the ground with a heavy thud. Scaleface snarled as something thick and dark started 
leaking out of its nostrils, trailing lines down its muzzle and staining its white and gold 
scales. 


“Oops,” Tommy said, tilting his head and giving the alien his best, award winning smile. It 
wouldn’t look as good as it used to with the teeth he was missing, but he didn’t care. “My 
bad.” He twirled his bat a bit, a little curl of glee and sick satisfaction sitting in his chest. 
“You know, a friend of mine once said that violence was the universal language. That and 
videos on phones, but anyway. I figured since you decided to ignore me,” he glared down at 
Scaleface. “I would communicate my point more thoroughly. You—” he pointed the bat 
down at it, cocking an eyebrow. “Hurt my friends. I don’t take too kindly to that, as you can 
imagine.” 


“Friends,” Scaleface spat, and suddenly it was rising to its feet. 


Tommy stumbled back, raising his bat to a more defensive position and peeling his lips back 
in a snarl. 


“They seriously got you to pack-bond to them, what a joke.” Scaleface swiped a long, forked 
tongue over the blood leaking from its nostrils, looking oddly like a lizard licking its eyeball. 
“Friends. | guess it isn’t the worst thing, having a human on your side, especially one stupid 

enough to attack something that it has no way of defeating.” 


Blood red eyes glowered down into his own, and Tommy found himself frozen, stuck still 
with his bat raised, his breath stuttering as Scaleface stepped closer. 


Its tail curled up, arcing high over its shoulder, and Tommy couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe. 


He could still remember the days, weeks, months of being trapped in a cage, the wire 
pressing in on him from every side. He could still feel the pain in his jaw, his teeth, as the gag 
squeezed him so tight he could barely breathe. 


He remembered being strapped to a table and cut open, the dark fucker looming over him and 
slicing him open, letting his blood drain into vials. He could remember the sickening pop, the 
sawing, grinding noise as they cut off his toe. He could remember screaming, so loud, as they 
forced his mouth open and pulled out some of his teeth. 


He could remember gagging and choking when the food they gave him was poisoned, the 
water poisoned, the air he breathed toxic. He could remember being drowned, over and over 
and over again. Fire licking at his skin and eating him alive. 


Tommy wouldn’t go back to that. Tommy refused. 


Anger— no, rage, burned through his chest. 


Tommy planted his feet, raised his chin, tightened his grip on his bat. 


And he snarled. 


Scaleface barely had time to step back before the bat connected, slamming it straight below 
one of its dark eyes. 


It screeched, and was slammed to the ground again. Tommy didn’t give it the chance to get 
up, this time. He swung again. And again. And again. Pain flashed through him as Scaleface 
fought back, snarling loudly. 


Tommy screamed right back. 


He swung again, and again, and again, red taking over his vision like the backup power had 
turned back on. He didn’t care where he hit it, he didn’t care if he hit it at all, he just kept 
swinging. 


Everything Tommy had missed, everything they had taken from him, flashed through his 
mind as vividly as if he had actually experienced them. Ponk and Sam’s wedding. Walking at 
graduation. Going to prom. Seeing Alex graduate. Seeing Hannah and Boomer off to high 
school. Going to college. 


Alex’s laugh. George trying to cuff him over the head even when he was shorter than him. 
Boomer wearing his hoodies. Hannah laying him flat on his ass in a sparring match. Sam 
pulling him into a side-hug, ruffling his hair, making sure he drank enough water on the days 
he spends holed up in his room. 


All of them telling him they loved him, whether teasingly or seriously. 


Everything that he’d had, gone. Stolen from him the moment he saw the alien in the woods. 
They had taken that from him, forcefully. Had killed any hope he’d ever had of experiencing 
the rest of his life normally, had pulled him away from any possibility of even seeing his 
family again. 


Tears were streaming down his face now, and he didn’t care. He slammed the bat down, onto 
Scaleface, over and over again. He was still screaming, he thought. He could hear it, if only 
distantly. 


The bat fell heavy in his hands, and Tommy barely registered it clattering to the ground. His 
breaths came heavy, in gasping, heaving sobs, tears and snot and who knew what else 
smeared on his face. 


The ship had fallen silent, everything seeming very, very still. The only sounds being 
Tommy’s breaths as his chest heaved, the whirring of the generator behind him. Tommy 
blinked, the red finally clearing from his vision. 


Scaleface was lying in a crumpled, mangled heap on the floor at his feet. Black blood 
smeared and stained golden and white scales. Its tail was limp, crooked and broken almost a 


half dozen times. Its face was unrecognizable, mouth open in a soundless roar that was 
missing the majority of its fangs. Its muzzle was practically smashed flat, its horns broken 
into pieces, and its skull dented in several times. 


Tommy stared. And stared. Stared at the black blood that coated his hands, his legs, his feet, 
splattered up his shirt and surely made its way onto his face as well. He forced his head to 
lift, tried to ignore how twitchy and jerky his movements felt. 


His hands trembled terribly as he picked up his bat, watching as the blood rolled down it, 
dripping from his fingers, from the metal. His knees wobbled, threatening to send him 
toppling to the floor, but he straightened up, lifting his chin and staring up at the open door. 


They definitely heard all of that. 


Good. 


There was a dull throbbing pain in his left shoulder as he hefted his bat, so he let the tip just 
plop to the floor in a sharp clang. 


He took a deep breath, and it was shaky, just like the rest of him, almost choked as he 
exhaled. His lip trembled, the taste of blood in his mouth. His own and someone else’s. 
Scaleface’s. 


Scaleface’s blood tasted oddly sweet, and bubbly. Like a soda. 


Tommy licked it off of his lips, and he stepped forward again, dragging the pole behind him. 
It made a scraping sound against the floor. His feet and the bat left a trail of blood behind 
him, leading away from Scaleface’s body as he stepped into the hallway and began to walk. 
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Scraaaaape. Step. Scraaaaape. Step. 


The bat dragging along the ground accompanied by Tommy’s footsteps were an odd sort of 
rhythmic song to his ears. It punctured the silence of the ship, twisted and eerie as Tommy 
went. 


He could see the door, now. The one that led to the room the aliens were in. Likely hurt, 
likely tied up. With the other alien. 


Scraaaaape. Step. Scraaaaape. Step. 


“Who’s there? Punz? Announce yourself!” a voice, American, said. The first one. The one he 
had heard before. 


They wouldn’t be able to understand him even if he did answer. So he didn’t even bother. 


Tommy paused before he stepped into the doorway. He felt... weird. Off. Like he had been 
detached from reality but was somehow still piloting his movements. His mind was empty, 
blank. Thinking was hard, most of his actions were running on impulse, now. 


It was strange, something he’d never really felt before. There wasn’t anything he could do 
about it now. He was sure that if he did let the thoughts come flooding back in, then his 
ability to handle this situation would only worsen. Or, well, worsen more than it already had, 
at least. 


Maybe it was because he just killed someone. Someone who had been trying to kill him, but 
someone nonetheless. Tommy squeezed his eyes shut, forcing that thought out of his mind. 
He couldn’t— he didn’t want to think about that. 


He stared at the doorway in front of him, his chest heaving from his own breaths. He could 
hear movement coming from inside, quiet noises of pain and rustling feathers, but other than 
that, the aliens inside were perfectly silent. 


Tommy took a single, heavy step, listening to the pole scrape along the ground behind him, 
and then he took another. Another. And then suddenly he was in the doorway. 


He turned, slowly, and faced said doorway with a dull gaze. 


There was an alien in there, one that looked almost the same as Scaleface, but with florescent 
lime green scales instead of white and gold. It seemed to have the same composition, though, 
essentially. 


Tommy paid it little attention, letting his gaze linger for a moment before he swiveled it 
towards the aliens he was actually familiar with on the other side of the room. 


Pig seemed to be unconscious, shoved up close to the wall with the other four crowding 
around him in an almost protective manner. Bee and Oreo had been shoved behind Wilbur 
and Bird, also in what seemed to be a protective way. All four of them were restrained and on 
the ground, either crouching or sitting down, and most of all, staring at him. 


Tommy could only imagine what he must look like to them. Covered in blood and who knew 
what else, holding a bat, outside of his cell completely of his own accord. He must look 
completely deranged. 


He turned back towards the dragon looking alien, fixing it with a stare that he could tell was 
unsettling. Tommy took a few steps forward, onto the room, until he was standing between 
Scaleface 2 and the other aliens who he’d become acquainted with in the past few months. 


“What is that?” hissed Scaleface 2, taking a step back when it saw Tommy start looking at it. 
“That— it’s the human, isn’t it?” 


Tommy lifted his chin, drawing in a breath through his teeth and peeling back his lips. “I,” he 
said, his voice raspy and throat sore, as if he had been screaming for a long time. Which he 
supposed he had. “Am not an it.” 


“Tt talks?” Scaleface 2 said, completely disregarding what Tommy said. Though, considering 
Scaleface 1 did the same thing, Tommy wasn’t particularly surprised by this. 


“You can understand him?” Bee said, almost in wonder, from behind Tommy. 


“T,” Tommy said, with a bit more force, not allowing Scaleface 2 to respond to Bee. Not 
when he had hurt Bee. Tommy had seen the crooked wing. “Am not an it.” He lifted his bat 
with his right hand, keeping his still throbbing left one down at his side. He pointed it at 
Scaleface 2, and took a step closer. “You took everything from me.” 


“I—” Scaleface 2 sounded bewildered, taking a step back. Tommy didn’t let him finish. 


“You took everything from me!” Tommy shouted, stepping forward again. “I had a home! I 
had a life! A family! And you took it all away so you could play science experiment? You and 
your fucking— alien buddies? Fuck you!” A hysterical little giggle peeled itself from his lips, 
and it quite honestly could be the first time he’s laughed in months. “And now you want to 
take me back there. Want to torture me again, beat the dog for not doing its tricks, right? 
Want me to do your tricks for you? Not fucking anymore.” 


Tommy took another step. His hand was trembling, making the tip of his bat wobble, but he 
stood strong, glaring at Scaleface 2, lips pulled back in a wordless snarl. Scaleface 2 looked 
absolutely scared shitless, as much as dragon-looking alien could, anyway. 


Good. 


“T refuse,” he spat, and infuriatingly, tears were leaking from his eyes again. “To die ina 
cage.” 


It was hard to tell what was going on from Tubbo’s perspective, what with Phil practically 
blocking his view for the most part, but he could put together a few things. Especially 
considering he had seen the Toh-me enter the room, covered in the void-black blood of a 
dereae with a weapon in hand. 


It was hard to tell what exactly was going on, but Tubbo could piece two and two together. 


He should be scared, logically. Terrans were inherently violent, supposedly, and they had kept 
Toh-me in the containment cell for several cycles by this point. Considering the trauma that 
he had gone through on the poachers ship, there was no telling how he would react to them 
now that he had escaped the cell. 


But Tubbo wasn’t scared. Not of Toh-me. The terran had several opportunities to attack him, 
or any of their members, and he had never done anything more than growl when they got too 
close. 


He was a bit scared for Toh-me, though. 


Tubbo peaked around Phil’s shoulder to get a better view of the fight, wincing as his wings 
flared up when Toh-me took a particularly strong blow that practically threw him across the 
room. Toh-me was right back up only a second later, though, snarling and throwing himself 
back at General Dream, weapon raised. 


Whether Toh-me won or lost this fight, Tubbo couldn’t imagine what happened next being 
particularly pretty. If he lost, the general would most definitely kill him for interfering, and 
considering the screaming from earlier and the blood all over Toh-me, killing General Punz. 
Even if General Dream didn’t kill him, Toh-me would be captured, taken to the Asempii ship, 
and the rest of them would be fucked anyway. 


If he won, Tubbo had no idea what would happen next. Whatsoever. The four of them would 
still be restrained, Techno still unconscious with dereae venom flowing through his 
bloodstream, and Toh-me— well, he didn’t know what Toh-me would do if he won. The only 
thing Tubbo was sure of was that the terran wouldn’t attack them in that case. 


A lot of unexpected things have happened in this one cycle. From being woken up to the 
alarm of someone forcefully boarding their ship, to being captured and restrained, to the 
power coming back on seemingly by Toh-me’s hand, Toh-me showing up covered in dereae 
blood, to General Dream apparently being able to understand Toh-me, to where they were 
now, helplessly watching the fight between the terran and the dereae. 


The fight was seemingly pretty evenly matched between the two of them. Toh-me would 
manage to hit the general with his bat, which always made Dream screech in pain. Then the 
dereae would slam him to the ground or lunge for him or something of that nature, which 
would connect, but never seemed to effect the terran. 


Toh-me was also very skillful in avoiding the dereae’s tail, which came swinging down to 
slash at the terran quite often. It never even came close, Toh-me ducking and weaving or just 
plain throwing himself across the room and out of the way if the barb got too close. It was 
almost like Toh-me had practice doing it before, or at the very least knew what the tail was 
and what it could do. Perhaps there was an animal on Terra that had a similar appendage and 
Toh-me had practice evading it. 


The even odds of the fight quickly changed, though, when the general managed to clamp his 
massive jaws around the weapon that Toh-me had fashioned and ripped it straight out of the 
terran’s hands before slamming him to the ground. 


Tubbo inhaled sharply at the resounding thud that shook the floor, him able to feel the 
vibrations even from across the room. He could see, from the corner of his eye, Wilbur rise 
halfway to his feet, as if he could intervene with his hands tied behind his back. 


Toh-me made a long, drawn out noise, one sounding like he was in pain. He was slower to 
get up this time, taking a moment before he started to shove his arms underneath himself to 
push himself upward. 


The general didn’t even give him a chance. 


Dream slammed his foot into Toh-me’s back, knocking him back down with another heavy 
thud. He didn’t give Toh-me the time to even try to move before he was picking him up, 
lifting him easily as if the terran weighed nothing, and then threw him. 


Toh-me landed across the room, not far from them. He was within arms reach of Wilbur and 
Phil, if the two of them hadn’t been restrained. 


He wasn’t moving. 
g 


Tubbo was close enough now to see the way Toh-me’s chest rose and fell as he breathed, 
close enough to see the way his eyelids fluttered and hear the drawn-out, long pained noise 
that he made very clearly. 


He could see the way Toh-me’s fingers twitched, his chest heaved, but the terran didn’t move. 
Didn’t even try to push himself up. 


Scaled green hands hauled Toh-me up anyway. 


“Stop!” Wilbur shouted, but the general didn’t listen. 


Dream slammed Toh-me into the ground once more. 


And Toh-me didn’t get back up. 


Every inch of his body hurt. 


From his eyelashes to his nails, from the ends of his hair to the tip of his tongue. Everything 
hurt, so so bad. His ribs and head practically sang in pain, and an intense, throbbing, 
agonizing ache in his left shoulder steadily grew worse as time progressed. His whole body 
felt like one walking, or rather crawling, bruise. 


Breathing, blinking, even thinking made everything just hurt worse. It wasn’t the worst pain 
he’d ever felt, but it still hurt, so so badly. He just wanted it to stop, he wouldn’t even care if 
he went back to the stupid fucking cell, or even the kennel, he just wanted it to stop. 


Tommy groaned as one of Scaleface 2’s feet landed on his back, pressing down with a 
crushing weight that sent little cracking pains through his spine. His fingers curled, his breath 
becoming shorter as Scaleface 2 continued to press down on him. 


“This is what happens when you mess with things you can’t control, little human,” Scaleface 
2 growled, sounding right next to his ear. Awful-smelling breath wafted over Tommy’s hair, 
disturbing the strands. “You should know by now that you don’t get a choice. Whether you 
die in a cage or die right here, or about anything.” 


Tommy forced his eyes to open, finding the four aliens staring at him. Bee, Bird, Wilbur, 
Oreo. He, at some point, had landed in front of them, close enough to touch, but with them 
restrained as they were and with Tommy as in much pain as he was, he doubted he’d be able 
to reach them. 


Everything felt foggy, far away, distant, even as Scaleface 2 dug its claws into Tommy’s 
shoulder, the same one that had been hurting earlier. The pain from that, from anything, felt 
just out of reach, like he was not connected to his own body. 


Everything hurt, he just wanted it to stop. 


“Get up.” 


Tommy opened his eyes, confused as to when he closed them and confused as to where that 
voice was coming from. He knew that voice. He— 


Hannah had replaced the Bird, Bee, Wilbur, Ranboo, and Pig, the aliens disappearing in favor 
of her sitting cross-legged on the floor of the ship. She looked just like Tommy remembered, 
long hair spilling over her shoulders and a dark stubbornness in her eyes. Her lips were 
pressed into a thin, disapproving line. 


“Get. Up,” she said again, this time more forcefully. “Are you really going to let this asshole 
stand on you like that? Like you’re nothing?” 


Tommy blinked, slow to process her words, or even process the fact that she was there. She 
couldn’t be there, not really. It was impossible. 


“You're not real.” His voice was raspy, weak. Scratching against the walls of his throat as the 
words crawled their way up. 


“Of course I’m not real,” she scoffed, rolling her eyes. “I’m back home and you’re right here. 
Off having your space adventures.” She smiled wryly, it not quite reaching her eyes. 


“T would much rather be home,” Tommy mumbled. 


“T know,” she said, suddenly much quieter. “I know you do. But you aren’t. You aren’t home, 
you’re in space and you’re not getting anywhere with that asshole on your back. So get up. 
Get. Up.” 


“T can’t.” 


“Yes you can. You’ve done it a thousand times,” Hannah said. “You were always one of the 
best, you know. Throwing people who were bigger than you around on the mats even when 
they had you pinned. You can. I’ve seen you. You killed the other one, even when he was 
bigger than you.” 


“That was different.” 


“How?” she asked. “Its not as different as you think it is. One underestimated your strength, 
the other underestimates your resolve.” Her eyes flicked to the side. “And your 
resourcefulness.” 


Tommy followed her gaze and found... well, he didn’t know what it was. He knew what it 
looked like, though. It /ooked like one of those futuristic guns from Star Trek, if a bit 
different in design. Tommy loved Star Trek, it had been what they watched almost every 
family movie night. 


It was within arms reach. All it would take was for him to move his arm to get it. 


He glanced back towards Hannah, who was giving him a knowing look, paired with a smirk. 
“Get up,” she said. “After all you’ve been through, don’t die here. And definitely don’t die in 
a fucking cage.” 


And then she was gone. 


She hadn’t been there in the first place, Tommy knew, but an awful ache hung in his chest the 
moment he couldn’t see her anymore. Hannah was his little sister, a reminder of the home 
and the family that he had lost and just for those few moments, he’d wanted to pretend that 
she was real. 


But she wasn’t real. The weight on his back however, slowly feeling like it was going to 
crush him, very much was. 


Tommy gritted his teeth and squirmed, hissing a sharp breath from between his clenched jaws 
when Scaleface 2 pressed down harder at his movement. He glanced upwards and curled 
back his lip with a simple: “Fuck you.” 


Scaleface 2 merely barked out a short noise that sounded like a wheezing laugh. “Ha! Stuck, 
are you? Little human so far from home.” 


Tommy grinned, baring all his teeth to the draconian looking alien as his fingers closed 
around the gun-looking thing he had been reaching for. “Not anymore.” 


He whipped the gun/blaster thing around and pointed what he assumed was the barrel straight 
at Scaleface 2’s face, finger poised over what he hoped was the trigger. Scaleface 2 stiffened, 
freezing up as the pressure on Tommy’s back lessened, if only slightly. 


“You don’t know how to use a phaser,” Scaleface 2 said, but it’s voice wavered, sounding 
unsure. It wasn’t a question, it was a statement, but it didn’t sound like one. 


“Wanna bet?” 


Scaleface 2 didn’t move for a moment, almost like it was hesitating. 


Tommy didn’t hesitate. 


The gun, or “phaser” as Scaleface 2 had called it, went off when Tommy tugged on the 
trigger part of it. Annoyingly, his aim was completely off the mark, even pointing it directly 
at Scaleface 2’s stupid face. That was mostly in point of the awkward position of which he 
was holding said phaser, and the fact that Scaleface 2 threw himself off of Tommy just a 
second before he pulled the trigger. 


He didn’t waste any time, forcing his body to move despite the immense amount of pain that 
radiated through him. Tommy flipped himself over, slamming his heel straight into one of 
Scaleface 2’s legs and sending the draconic alien stumbling backwards. 


It roared, a furious sounding noise that made Tommy’s right ear fill with static. It only 
spurred Tommy on, forcing his legs to move and pull himself to his feet, if shakily and 
unsteadily. 


Scaleface 2 looked pissed. 


It was limping, now. The leg that Tommy had kicked was supporting much less of its weight 
than before, even though objectively Tommy hadn’t used as much force as he could have 
when he initially delivered the blow. 


Tommy didn’t waste another second though. Scaleface 2 was looking like it was ready to run 
at him again, hurt leg or not. 


He held the phaser thing with both hands and lifted it, ignoring the terrible burn in his left 
shoulder as he did so. 


Hands that weren’t his own felt like they were pressing on him, showing him where his 
fingers were supposed to lay, making sure his knees were bent slightly. A soft murmur of a 
voice he couldn’t quite make out, but knew all the same. 


Before foster care, his Nan had taken care of him. A short, stubborn old country woman who 
took no nonsense from anyone, not even him. Before his Nan died and he was put into foster 
care at the age of ten, she had taught him to shoot a gun. A real one. Not whatever this was. 


“There are people out there who don’t care about you, and only care about what they can get 
from you,” she had said, over and over again dozens of times in her perpetually stern voice. 
“You gotta make sure they know they’re not getting anythin’ from you so long as you’re not 
afraid to shoot.” 


Nan still had a dozen quotes burned into his mind even half a dozen years after death, 
especially regarding guns. Gun safety, shooting, mechanics. Anything. She may have 
dropped out of high school when she was a kid and was barely keeping them afloat, but she 
wasn’t stupid, and she made sure he didn’t make stupid mistakes when he was holding a 
deadly weapon. 


This “phaser” was just like a pistol. Tommy knew how to use a pistol. 


He could almost feel his Nan adjusting his stance and almost hear her whispering in his ear, 
even though she had died years and years ago. 


So he narrowed his eyes at Scaleface 2, tightened his grip on the phaser, and fired. 


seeing eye to eye, for the first time 


It was hard to tell where he hit it, with Tommy barely able to see more than a flash of light 
come from the barrel of the phaser when he pulled the trigger and hear the weird, sharp sound 
it made when he did so. He only knew he hit it because of the cough-like noise Scaleface 2 
made, before it promptly collapsed to the floor in a pile of shiny, green limbs. 


Silence. 


Tommy stared at Scaleface 2, lowering the phaser until it was pointed at the floor. The 
draconic alien was completely still, limp, it’s mouth still open in a silent roar. It didn’t so 
much as even twitch, eyes not blinking, not even a rise and fall of its chest as it breathed. 


He lifted the pistol and shot it again anyway, watching as Scaleface 2’s body jolted when it 
was hit, but otherwise didn’t move, nor make a sound. 


Yeah... it was probably dead then. 


Tommy allowed himself a moment to breathe, his breath coming out in short, wheezing 
pants. His shoulder continued to scream as he lowered the phaser to point at the floor again. 
His ribs creaked, his head spun, and everything still felt fuzzy. 


He blinked, slowly, and then turned, glancing back at the other aliens. They were staring at 
him, all of them. Or, at least, all of them besides Pig, who still seemed to be unconscious. 


Tommy stared back, feeling the exhaustion and the pain starting to creep back in, starting to 
drag at his eyes and his limbs. His head grew worse, cloudy and making it so much harder to 
think clearly. It was hard to think in general, but he could still see the aliens. 


They look like they’re scared of him. 


He supposed that he would be scared too, if someone walked in the room covered in blood 
and then promptly shot another person to death, even if that person was trying to hurt him. 


Tommy glanced down at his hands, where the gun still sat, cradled between his trembling 
palms with practiced ease, even though it had been the better half of a decade since he’d held 
one. 


He dropped it. 


It clattered harmlessly to the floor, almost sounding like plastic on metal when it hit the 
ground. It looked so innocent, all smooth green material. He hadn’t realized what color it 
was, at first. It hadn’t mattered, not when all he had needed it for was to protect himself, to 
kill Scaleface 2 like he’d killed the first one. 


He tore his eyes away from it and back towards the aliens. They were still staring at him, 
silent, completely and utterly silent. 


Tommy was swaying on his feet. Only a bit, but it was enough to be noticeable. Everything 
hurt, everything was foggy, but he forced it away, balling it up into a little box and shoving it 
as far away as he could. Not that it was hard. Everything felt a bit far away at the moment. 


“Toh-me?” 


Bee’s voice yanked him out of his stupor, making him blink and refocus in on what was 
going on in front of him. 


The aliens were standing up now, well, all of them but Pig, of course, watching him warily. 
Bee had stepped to the front, dark eyes glittering in the bright white lights, antennae 
twitching, mandibles clicking. Oreo had taken to shoving itself into the corner, essentially as 
far away from Tommy as he could get without leaving the room. Both Wilbur and Phil hung 
back, looking unsure, but Bee stood within arms reach. 


“Hey Toh-me.” Bees’s mandibles parted, and Tommy saw its almost-human lips curl up into 
a smile. “Are you okay?” 


Tommy swallowed thickly. “I feel like I should be asking you that,” he said, something light 
and almost joking, but not quite. His eyes flicked to Bee’s wings, one of which was hanging 
limp, while the other three seemed folded normally. “All things considered.” He scoffed, 
shaking his head. “Not that you can understand me to know that.” 


“T’m going to assume that’s a yes,” Bee said, tilting its head and shaking its antennae out of 
its face. Tommy had seen it do that a thousand times, though it always did it with its hands— 


Ah, it was still tied up. 


Tommy tilted his head and hesitantly reached forward, trying to shove away the guilt that ate 
in his chest when he saw Bee stiffen, freezing in place and eyes tracking his hand as he 
placed it lightly on its shoulder. 


“Tubbo—’” he heard Oreo whisper sharply, and Tommy mentally took note of the word. It 
sounded like a name. Maybe Bee’s name? He didn’t focus on it. 


Gently, barely touching moving it at all, he nudged Bee so it would turn a bit, stepping with it 
and behind, where its hands were tied. He tried to ignore how it kept itself tense as it did so, 
but it didn’t resist or try to stop him. A blatant show of trust, however flimsy. 


Bee trusted him. Even after he just killed two other aliens. 


Its wings trembled only slightly, save for the one that was crooked and out of place that still 
hung limp and tense. It looked like it was broken, or at the very least dislocated, but Tommy 
wasn’t exactly familiar with alien biology, and most of the wings were covered by the back of 
the hoodie-looking thing that Bee always seemed to wear. 


His gaze lingered on the broken wing, anger curling in his gut. Those fuckers had the 
audacity to hurt Bee, one of the few aliens that actually seemed to /ike him. And, sue him, but 
Bee being as small as he was triggered his big brother instincts, okay? Hannah and Boomer 
could testify on how protective he was when someone was picking a fight with them or when 
they were hurt. 


Tommy forced the anger down, letting it sink into a little stone and keeping it nestled 
between his ribs. Bee was already nervous, no need to startle him. 


“Tubbo what are you doing?” Oreo hissed quietly, almost in a whisper. 


“Shut up!”” Bee— or Tubbo, he supposed, whispered back, jerking its head to glare at the 
black and white alien. Tommy yanked his hand away, but Tubbo kept its back presented to 
him as if it wasn’t concerned. 


Tommy kept himself still while this happened, not daring to touch the alien while it was still 
on edge. He waited until Tubbo took a deep breath and faced forward again, and then Tommy 
gingerly reached forward and let his fingers rest on Tubbo’s shoulder again, carefully 
avoiding the wings. 


It wasn’t much more than a touch to let it know he was still there, gentle so it didn’t think he 
was going to hurt it. Tubbo remained tense, but didn’t make a noise or try to spin around and 
slap him off, so Tommy hoped that meant he was okay to touch it. 


He withdrew his hand and glanced down at where Tubbo’s hands were tied, the restraints 
looking oddly familiar to the ones that Tommy had worn at first at the old ship. The same 
flimsy, defective ones that Tommy had broken out of with a simple twist of his wrists more 
times that he could count until they eventually switched him to one that left his hands 
practically immobile. 


Tommy could break this easily. Why hadn’t the other aliens? 


He gingerly took Tubbo’s hands with his own, ignoring the sharp pain throbbing from his left 
shoulder so he could do so. There was the same weak spot on these bindings that there had 
been on the ones they kept putting Tommy in at first. Right on the outside of the wrist. 


Tommy hooked three of his fingers around the edge of the cuff, the restraint seemingly 
loosely clasped on Tubbo’s wrist, only barely tight enough that it prevented Bee’s hands from 
slipping right through. 


It was only a sharp yank, one that nearly sent Tubbo tumbling backwards, before the cuff 
broke in his hand, the single remaining now supporting the weight of the other as it dangled 
from Tubbo’s other wrist, freeing its hands. 


Tubbo stumbled slightly, yanking its hands away from him and spinning around, its huge, 
dark eyes staring up at him with an emotion that Tommy couldn’t read. 


“You broke it,” Tubbo said, his voice tinged with something that sounded similar to awe, but 
not anger. Which was good. “I forget how strong humans are sometimes.” 


“Hate to break it to you, but I just got the shit kicked out of me and have been starving in 
space for six months,” Tommy said, dully, tiredly. “If you think this is strong, you should’ ve 
seen me back home.” 


Tubbo’s hand patted his face, and Tommy blinked, slightly startled. It smiled at him again, its 
fragile little hand resting on his cheek. 


“Thank you,” Tubbo said, completely calmly like it wasn’t struggling to reach his face due to 
the height difference between them. The small alien’s head didn’t even reach Tommy’s 
shoulder, falling just a few inches below it. Tubbo kept his eyes lingering on Tommy for a 
moment, before peering around him. “Can you do theirs too?” 


Tommy turned to look at the other aliens. Bird and Wilbur seemed visibly less tense, but 
Oreo hadn’t moved from its spot in the corner. 


“Yeah,” he said. “I mean, yes. Why not?” 


Wilbur grinned when he heard that. Tommy assumed he must’ve understood at least part of 
it. 


In the end, breaking their restraints was probably the easiest part of what happened next. 
Oreo had been a bit more resistant to the idea of Tommy coming near it, but Tommy had 
essentially broke the cuff before it could start trying to shove him away. 


Then they had tried to lift Pig, who was the tallest of the aliens after Oreo and was definitely 
the biggest out of all of them. Plus carrying any kind of unconscious, unresponsive body was 
bound to be difficult, no matter how heavy or tall they were. Tommy had just stayed out of 
the way with Tubbo while the other three struggled to carry Pig out of the room. 


After they had gone, Tubbo had grabbed Tommy’s hand and pulled him after them, 
navigating the winding hallways much easier than Tommy had done earlier. They followed 
behind the three struggling aliens as they went... somewhere. Tommy didn’t know where. All 
he knew was that they went in the opposite direction of the engine-like room that Tommy had 
fixed the power in before. 


He had recognized the room they led him into, though. It was the same one they had brought 
him to when he’d been sick, the one with the claustrophobic bubble thing that Tommy was 
decidedly not going back in, no matter what Tubbo said. 


They didn’t put him in the bubble, though. Tubbo had told him to wait and then went to go 
help the other three put Pig on one of the beds. 


Tommy just watched fuzzily as they did so, Wilbur and Bird starting to care for Pig, messing 
with a dozen instruments that Tommy didn’t understand. Meanwhile Oreo sat Tubbo on a 
different bed and started to do something with its injured wing. 


His head was growing worse, foggier and harder to think through. Everything was just 
starting to feel... slow. Heavy. Pain eating into his shoulder, over his entire body, and 
exhaustion crept into bones, weighing down his eyelids. 


He swayed on his feet, ears ringing and spots dancing in front of his vision. He felt like he 
was about to pass out, which would not be ideal if he was going to keep standing up like this. 


He should... he should sit down. That seemed like a good idea. 


There wasn’t a chair or anything nearby, so Tommy just let his wobbling legs fold underneath 
him and dropped to the floor like a stone. His knees hit the hard ground with a thud and 
spikes of pain. He nearly fell over from the force of it, but the wall behind him kept him 
steady as his legs kind of just... throw themselves out to the side. 


He didn’t remember a wall being behind him before. 


Hands, on his face. Delicate little ones that cupped either cheek. His ears continued to ring, 
vision still spotty, and it took him a few moments to force his eyes to focus on the alien in 
front of him. His hearing faded back in with a sharp pop, and then— 


“Hey bossman, you okay?” Tubbo asked, and Tommy could see it now. Its eyes were staring 
directly into his, face inches from Tommy’s own. 


Tommy blinked, and trying to open his eyes again felt like a chore, taking way too much 
effort than it should. 


“T don’t feel good,” he mumbled, slow. His blood seemed to burn in his veins, growing worse 
with each passing second. Everything hurt. He felt like he was going to pass out. They 
couldn’t understand him, he knew that, but he wasn’t quite... processing that fact. 


“,.1S that a no?” Tubbo asked, some hesitation in its voice. “TI still can’t—” 


“Understand me, I know.” Tommy blinked again, and it was just as hard as the first time. The 
darkness behind his eyelids was soothing, peaceful, and opening them back up felt like he 
was trying to lift a hundred pounds. He could only open them a bit this time, only halfway at 
most. 


Everything was just slow, so very slow. Thick like molasses and practically trapping him in 
place. Air clung to skin, heavy and weighing down on him. It was too much, cloudy and 
pressing down on him. 


Oh he was going to pass out. 


There wasn’t a question about it, as his ears started ringing louder. Everything felt fuzzy, 
distant, and— 


He was falling, slumping to the side. Tommy felt Tubbo’s hands release his face and grab at 
his shoulders, and the pain of him aggravating something in one of his shoulders was the last 
thing that he felt. Or at the very least, the last thing he processed. 


Tommy was out before he could hear what Tubbo said next. 


dreaming reunions (if only they were real) 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Tommy was at home. 


That was how he knew this wasn’t real, or at least couldn’t be real. He couldn’t be at home, 
as much as he wanted to be. He was a kajillion miles away from earth, there was no way he 
was at home right now, but he was. 


His room looked just like he remembered it being. Horrendously bright red walls that he had 
only chosen when Sam had first said he could paint his own room, mostly having chosen the 
color because he wanted to see if Sam would say no. Carpeted floors that had a stain by the 
doorway from when George had spilled a whole cup that one time. The hole in the wall that 
he had left there when he punched it one time. 


He brushed his fingers lightly over the mess of blankets on his bed, the fabric soft to the 
touch and not the foreign, weird texture that the alien blankets he had were. He wiggled his 


toes into the carpet, the scratchiness was a welcome feeling, much better than the cold metal 
of the alien ships. 


Tommy caught his reflection in the mirror and nearly startled, unable to recognize the person 
staring back at him. His clothes were in tatters, or at least his shirt was, hanging off of him in 
strips of fabric that barely even covered him. He could count his ribs through the holes, could 
see the scars that marred him from the claws that made him bleed into tubes and the burns 
that laced his ribs. 


His pants were in better condition, but not by much. They used to fall past his ankles, to the 
point he often stepped on the ends, but now one ended above his knee and the other had rips 
all the way up to his upper thigh, but hung halfway down his shin. 


Black blood from Scaleface | was spattered all over him, soaking his already ruined clothes. 
His feet and hands were coated in the stuff, and it was splattered on his face too. 


His face was... different. Barely recognizable at all. 


Tommy’s cheeks were hollowed, his cheekbones and jawline pronounced to the point that it 
almost gave him a skeletal look. His eyes, sunken in as they were, didn’t make it much better, 
and there were dark purple eye bags underneath them. Pale skin, near white, to the point soft 


blue veins traced through it quite visibly. His hair was limp, once-golden curls a now more 
ashy color from the grease and grime he’d picked up. 


He looked so different from what he remembered. 


Tommy tore his eyes away from the mirror and towards his open door, out into the silent 
house. His feet carried him out of his room and into the hallway before he really even thought 
about it, and he kept going. Down the hallway, passing the closed doorways of the twins’ 
room and Alex’s as well as he approached the stairway and then went down those as well. 


He landed in the kitchen, vibrant green walls that Tommy couldn’t help but run his fingers 
over, eyelids drooping. 


The kitchen was empty, the living room, empty. The dining table was a mess, as usual, mail, 

papers, and even Tommy’s laptop sitting atop it. The kitchen was a bit better, but there were 

dirty dishes lingering in the sink. The living room had dog fur stuck on the couch, as normal, 
and the blankets they used occasionally weren’t folded like they should be. 


The house looked lived in. Normal. But it wasn’t real. Tommy knew that, even as much as he 
wished it was. 


Tommy sat himself down on one of the couches and tilted his head back, staring up at the 
popcorn ceiling. His fingers ran along the fabric of the couch, torn in places from where 
Fran’s claws always dug in, over and over again. It felt so familiar, so real, and yet he knew, 
logically, that it was fake. That all of this was fake. 


It couldn’t be real. It couldn’t be real. He knew it wasn’t real. But he so desperately wished it 
was. 


Tears welled up in his eye and down his cheeks, but Tommy pretended they weren’t there. 


He knew it wasn’t real. If it was real, then he wouldn’t look the way he did. His hair would be 
clean and curly, he’d be wearing clothes that weren’t filthy and in tatters. He wouldn’t be 
tasting stale air when he breathed in, he wouldn’t be feeling the soreness of his muscles, the 
ache of his ribs, the searing pain in his shoulder and through his veins. 


It wasn’t fair. 


It wasn’t fair to be hallucinating his home like this, or dreaming it, or whatever the fuck he 
was doing to be in this situation right now. It wasn’t fair that he could see the house in such 
perfect detail and yet couldn’t actually be there. None of this was fucking fair. Tommy 
wanted to go home. 


He hiccuped, just a bit, and then a sob wrenched itself out of his throat almost painfully. 


Tommy wanted to go home, and here he fucking was, but not in the sense that mattered. It 
was just another fucked up thing that the universe decided to throw in his face, mocking at 
him over his current situation as if it was his fault. 


“Are you finally awake?” 


Tommy’s flinched, jerking upright so he was no longer reclined on the couch and turning 
sharply to the source of the noise. 


Sam. 


Sam smiled at him, eyes crinkling at the edges, his dyed green hair falling into his face 
slightly. He brushed it back with his fingers and crossed the room, sitting himself down on 
the couch next to Tommy. 


“T feel like I haven’t seen you in ages,” Sam said, and Tommy was frozen, shock still, as his 
father reached forward and cupped Tommy’s cheek. 


His breath hitched, and Tommy stared, uncertain, into his father’s eyes. He couldn’t feel 
Sam’s hand. Not really. It was like a ghost, a phantom touch that was so light that it was just 
barely there. 


Sam’s eyes looked so real. Shimmering green-gray and just like Tommy remembered them to 
be. They even had emotion in them, mirth dancing in his pupils. 


It wasn’t real. 


Tommy wanted so desperately for it to be real. But it wasn’t. 


“You’re not real,” he choked out, and it was so hard to admit out loud. He didn’t want to 
admit it, because admitting it gave it some reality. 


“T’m not,” Sam agreed, and Tommy hadn’t expected that. It caught him off-guard 
considerably, to the point he could just blankly stare at Sam as he continued. “But that 
doesn’t mean I can’t try to be. At least for you.” 


“What?” Tommy whispered. 


“I’m not real in the traditional way,” Sam repeated himself, gently. “You know that. I know 
that. I’m just something you conjured up. I may not be real, but I’m still Sam. And you 
wanted someone to comfort you, so here I am. I can still do that.” 


“What are— what’re you talking about?” Tommy stuttered. 


“Tommy,” not-Sam shuffled closer, and then his other hand was on Tommy’s cheek as well, 
tracing lines over his cheekbones. He couldn’t help but lean into it, even though it wasn’t 
solid. “I’m just a figment of your imagination, we both know that. We both know when you 
wake up, you’ll be back on that ship and all of this will be a distant memory. But you 
wouldn’t have made me up if you didn’t need me. If you didn’t need someone to comfort 
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you. 


Tommy was speechless again, bottom lip trembling as tears continued to roll down his 
cheeks. He did need someone to comfort him, didn’t he? He needed something, something 
other than foreign affection from aliens that didn’t even understand him when he spoke. 


This wasn’t real. 


He just killed two aliens. Slaughtered for trying to hurt him, trying to hurt the only people 
who haven’t tried to hurt him. He took two lives, two lives that were clearly sentient. Beings 
that surely had families, had homes. 


Tommy gave in, and he sobbed, letting Sam pull him forward and tuck his head against his 
father’s chest. It was still just a phantom touch, distant and barely-there, but at the same time 
Tommy was leaning all his weight on him. It was weird. 


He didn’t question it. He let the not-Sam cradle his head, let him wrap an arm around his 
waist and tug him closer, practically in his lap. Tommy just threw his arms around his father 
and sobbed. Tears and snot and who knows what else soaked into Sam’s shirt, but he didn’t 
seem to notice, or care. 


“You'll be okay little one,” Sam murmured, breath wafting at Tommy’s filthy hair and 
burying his nose into the greasy curls as if it didn’t bother. “You’re okay here. You’re safe 
here, I promise you.” 


But not forever. 


Tommy would wake up in time and he’d be in space all over again, and who knew what 
would happen after that? He escaped the cell, he killed two aliens, he didn’t know what was 
going to happen next, whether they would throw him back into the cell or whether they 
would kill him because they thought he would hurt them. 


“None of what you had to do is your fault,” Sam murmured, rubbing circles into his spine. 
“None of it. You had to do what you had to do to survive, and no one can fault you for that.” 


“T killed those two aliens,” he tried to argue, sniffling. “I killed them. I killed them, Sam. 
They’re dead. I’m a murderer because of that.” 


“No,” Sam said firmly. “No, you’re not. Would you consider someone who killed in self- 
defense a murderer?” 


“Tt wasn’t—” 


“It was,” Sam insisted. “You were doing it to protect yourself, weren’t you? Protect the ones 
that you care about?” 


Tommy titled his head slightly, craning it to look up at Sam, dislodging the grip he had on 
him a little. At his confused look, Sam merely smiled. 


“You can’t lie to me. I’m in your head,” Sam told him. “You care about them. Not on 
purpose, but you do, and the other two were hurting them. So you did what you had to do. 
That doesn’t make you evil, or a murderer, that makes you loyal. That makes you human.” 


Sam’s arms withdrew from around him, cupping his cheeks again and doing the same move 
as before, tracing his cheekbones. 


“You are so strong,” Sam said, reverent and loving. “And I am so proud of you, but you don’t 
need to be strong anymore. You have people now, people who will help you, people who will 
be strong for you, even when you can’t. I know you can’t believe that yet, but you will.” 


Tommy closed his eyes and pressed into the touch with another choked sob. “I want to go 
home,” he hiccuped. “I want to go home. I want to go home. Please.” 


“T know,” Sam murmured, and Tommy felt a light touch against his forehead. When he 
opened them, he saw that his father had pressed their heads together and had also closed his 
eyes. He let his eyelids flutter closed again as well. “I know you do. I know. But you can’t. 
I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry, Tommy.” 


“Why can’t you be real?” he sobbed. “Why can’t this just be real?” 


“I’m sorry,” Sam whispered to him. “I’m so sorry that you’ve had to go through all of this. 
You’ve been through so much, but you’re safe now. I promise you that.” 


“You can’t promise anything,” Tommy said, bitterly, and pulled back a bit, glancing up at 
Sam. His father looked back at him with something like pity and sympathy in his eyes. 
“You’re just in my head.” 


“Maybe,” Sam agreed, a gentle smile breaking out on his face, “but then again, I am a part of 
your subconscious. Have you considered doing that perhaps I know something you don’t?” 


Tommy blinked, confused. “What?” 


Sam only kept smiling, before he leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Tommy’s hairline. “I 
love you,” he murmured. “But you need to wake up now.” 


Tommy didn’t even get a chance to open his mouth to protest 


He was laying facedown. 


Tommy’s eyelids fluttered open weakly, the simple action taking way more effort than it 
should. His body ached terribly, veins pulsing and throbbing through him as if he’d replaced 
the blood that should be there with acid. The worst was his left shoulder, not even the ribs 
he’d thought he had broken, but his shoulder that he didn’t even remember getting hurt. 


There was something soft pressed into his cheek from where his head was turned so he could 
breathe, and something similarly soft draped over him like a blanket. It kept him warm where 
the cool air nipped at his exposed face. The texture was a bit off, but it was still the softest 
thing he had touched in a long time. 


He could see fabric, rich navy blue against his face and the edge of the blanket, which was a 
light green color. Tommy blinked, again taking more effort than it probably should have to 
open his eyes back up all the way. A sigh peeled itself out of his throat, and Tommy twitched 
his fingers a bit, frowning when only the right ones responded. 


The fingers of his left hand were up by his cheek, but Tommy was having some trouble trying 
to move them. They tingled with pain, but that wasn’t unfamiliar, considering there was that 
same pain almost everywhere on his body. His left arm being almost completely unable to 
move, however, was new. The rest of him was at least able to twitch, no matter how much 
effort it took. 


Tommy twitched his fingers again, staring at the fingers of his left hand that were curled just 
barely into his vision. They didn’t move. A little whining noise left his lips, weak and 
cracking slightly. 


“Hey hey hey, shh, you shouldn’t be awake yet,” someone whispered, just out of sight. 
Tommy flicked his eyes upward, but he couldn’t see much. 


A hand, tipped with claws and too-long fingers, brushed itself through Tommy’s hair, and he 
couldn’t help but press upwards into it, as much as he could anyway. A soft giggle from the 
same voice. 


“That’s cute, but you should really go back to sleep little one,” the voice said, British and 
high-pitched but not too much. Wilbur? “You’re hurt. Get your rest.” 


Sleep did sound like a good idea. Tommy was exhausted even though he just woke up, and 
everything hurt. 


He let his eyes close again, humming softly as the dull claws scratched at his scalp, through 
his filthy hair seemingly without a care in the world. It felt good, and Tommy was tired; it 
lulled him back to sleep with little difficulty. 


Chapter End Notes 


there y’all go. there’s your reunion. /j 


moving forward, slowly but surely 


“How’re they doing?” Tubbo asked, quietly, as he entered the medbay, keeping his voice low 
so he wouldn’t wake either Toh-me or Techno. 


However, that would prove to be unnecessary, at least in Techno’s case, as the piglin turned to 
give Tubbo a pointed look from where he was sat on his bed. Wilbur was the one who 
actually answered, though. 


“Toh-me woke up at one point in the cycle and seemed a bit distressed, but he fell back 
asleep quickly,” Wilbur said, gesturing to the terran who was laying still in its own bed. “The 
swelling has gone down a bit, and the venom is less visibly present in his veins, so I believe 
the regeneration boosters are working well, all things considered.” 


“That’s good,” Tubbo took a few steps and approached Toh-me’s bedside, finding the terran’s 
eyes closed and chest rising and falling evenly from underneath his blanket. He peeled the 
wrap around his shoulder back, and tilted his head to inspect the wound underneath. 


Just like Wilbur had said, the swelling from the sting had gone down considerably, and the 
black veins that had protruded from the site of injection had faded to be much less 
noticeable. 


Tubbo taped the wrap back down and smoothed out the bandages, careful to avoid 
aggravating the wound. 


He still wasn’t exactly sure when Toh-me had gotten stung, or which of the dereae generals 
had done it, or even how he had lasted so long dealing with the amount of pain he should 
have been in. It didn’t matter, as long as the venom didn’t prove to be fatal to terrans like it 
was to most other species. 


Tubbo was getting less and less worried as time went on, though, especially with the healing 
progress that had taken place so far. Now all they had to wait on was for Toh-me to wake up. 


“How close are we to Kinoko?” Techno grunted, interrupting Tubbo’s thoughts. The apicapra 
turned back to Techno, stepping away from Toh-me’s bed. 


“A cycle, maybe less,” is what Tubbo said. “We’re running pretty low on supplies, so it’s 
good that we’re so close. And with all the credits the generals left behind? We can restock 
plenty.” 


“What do you mean, what the generals left behind?” Techno asked, throwing a glare at 
Wilbur, who was pointedly keeping his back turned to the piglin. “This one won’t tell me 
anything about what happened after I got stung. Like why Toh-me is in here and not in his 
cell, or how you got the generals to leave in the first place.” 


“We didn’t,” Tubbo said simply, ignoring Wilbur’s sharp look that silently said “shut up”. 
“The main generator turning off must have disengaged the door to Toh-me’s containment 
cell, because he got out on his own. Somehow, he kicked on the main generator by siphoning 
power from the auxiliary generator, still not sure on how he figured out how to do that. And 
then he killed both the generals, helped get you to the medbay, before passing out because he 
had also been stung. What was “left behind” was everything we stole from their ship before 
we dumped the bodies there and disengaged the docking. It’s about a cycle and a half behind 
us now.” 


Techno blinked, expression unreadable, and Wilbur gave Tubbo a withering glare, tail lashing 
behind him. 


“What?” Techno finally said after a few moments of silence, sounding surprised and angry 
and disbelieving all at once. 


Tubbo smiled sheepishly, avoiding looking at Wilbur to the best of his ability. “Surprise? 
There’s quite a bit I need to catch you up on, actually.” Tubbo crossed the room and plopped 
himself down at the foot of Techno’s bed with a slight buzz of his intact wings. “What do you 
want to hear first, good ness or slightly bad news?” 


“It doesn’t matter,” Techno said, a bit sharply. “...the bad news.” 


“Well, we found out from the general’s ship that the transmitter in Toh-me’s head started 
giving a signal ping to all nearby Asempii ships the moment we activated it,” Tubbo said. 
“Me and Ranboo were able to remotely disable that feature once we found out. Also, we 
found the plans for where Toh-me was supposed to go after he was recaptured. Apparently, 
they planned on using him some kind of enhanced soldier, hoping that he could be easily 
manipulated because he’s still a terran larvae—er, young. His age was why they put the 
transmitter in his head and not any of the other humans’, apparently that’s standard procedure 
for all people in the Asempii military. So the generals had transmitters in them too, that’s how 
they were able to understand Toh-me.” 


Techno stared at him blankly for a moment. “So what’s the good news?” 


Tubbo smiled sheepishly, antennae wrapping around his horns. “The generals are dead, all of 
us are alive, we’re about eight million credits and several pieces of modern equipment richer, 
and we’ll reach Kinoko by next cycle?” 


Tommy felt like shit. 


Everything hurt, still. He knew that before he even opened his eyes, grunting as his veins 
burned underneath his skin. His eyelids fluttered open, and he squinted against the bright 
light that decided to turn itself on since the last time he’d woken up. He remembered, fuzzily, 
that it had been much dimmer before, and he would much prefer if it would go back to that 
light level. 


Tommy managed to twitch his fingers, the ones of his left hand this time, but not without 
another giant spike of pain, one that made him freeze and groan into the pillow-like thing that 
was cushioning his face. 


“Hey there sleepy,” someone murmured, sounding like Wilbur again. “Woke up just in time 
for your next shot, huh?” 


“He’s awake?” someone else said, and that was definitely Pig. The deep American voice, 
similar to Oreo’s but not quite, gave it away. 


“Unless those eyes being wide-open is a sign he’s asleep, then yes,” Wilbur snarked, and then 
Tommy could see him through the corner of his eye, the edge of what looked like dark pants 
and his spiked tail just barely in view. “This is the first booster he has to take being awake, 
though, I’m not sure how well he’II take it. Even when he was sick we always gave it to him 
when he was unconscious.” 


Fingers pressed down just outside the pain in his shoulder, peeling up something that was 
sticking to his skin. A bandage? Something like that, probably. 


“You’re looking much better, you know,” Wilbur said. “The swelling has gone down, I’m 
assuming that’s a good sign for humans. And your veins have lightened a bit, so I think the 
venom might be washing out of your system.” 


Tommy’s tongue felt thick in his mouth, heavy and hard to move, but everything felt hard to 
move, so that was nothing new. Somehow he managed to form words anyway, though he had 


no idea how. 


“Venom?” he mumbled, the word slurred like he was drunk. 


“How you got stung is beyond me, considering how you were doing so well avoiding the 
barb when you were fighting the general,” Wilbur continued, almost as if Tommy hadn’t 
spoken in the first place. Something cool and stinging was being wiped over the spot on his 
shoulder that was hurting the worst, and he hissed slightly. “Sorry, sorry, I know that hurts a 
bit. You’ ll feel better in a second though.” 


Stung. Stung stung stung— oh right! The dragon looking aliens, Scaleface 2, at the very 
least, had some kind of barb on its tail that looked like a scorpion’s, so Tommy had tried to 
avoid it to the best of his ability. Obviously, he must’ve not done a good enough job, if he’d 
been stung. 


That would explain why his veins kind of felt like they were burning. 


“This’1l hurt for just a second,” Wilbur said, softly, almost sympathetically. “But we’ve given 
you it before. It shouldn’t be too bad.” 


Something poked him in his shoulder, just above the worst spot, and then there was a sharp, 
stabbing pain. He jerked, trying to launch himself away from it, but a hand quickly placed 
itself in the middle of his back and pressed down, keeping him pinned. 


Yet just as quickly as it came, the pain receded, replaced by soreness and some kind of odd 
buzzing through his skin. It was not that different than getting the flu shot, though Tommy 
couldn’t remember his skin ever buzzing when he took the flu shot. 


“See? Not too bad,” Wilbur said, and its hand withdrew from Tommy’s back, leaving him 
free to move again. 


The buzzing spread from his shoulder down his arm. Tommy flexed his fingers, staring in 
slight awe as the ones on his left hand actually moved this time, much different than the panic 
he’d felt when they wouldn’t respond the first time he’d woken up. His whole body kind of 
felt like it was buzzing, now, filling him with an odd kind of energy as pain started to leech 
away like whatever they had stuck him with was some kind of painkiller, though it was 
definitely the fastest acting painkiller Tommy had ever used. 


He wiggled his fingers again, staring at them, before he shoved his right arm underneath 
himself. Before Wilbur could protest, or even try to stop him, Tommy forced himself into a 
somewhat upright position, only halting his movements when a sudden flood of dizziness 
washed over him. 


“Hey hey hey, don’t—” Wilbur started, but Tommy tuned him out, wobbling unsteadily on 
one arm for a few seconds before he managed to get his legs to respond to him, and suddenly 
he was flopping over, from his stomach onto his back, with a suddenness that knocked the 
breath out of his lungs and made the ceiling spin. “Ah, you’re just going to do it anyway, 
great.” 


Tommy huffed out a laugh, just a small one that made the corners of his mouth lift up a bit, 
but he didn’t move for a moment, waiting for the ceiling to stop spinning. It only took a 
couple of seconds at most, and as soon as it did, he was pushing himself up to a sitting 
position and blinking dumbly at his surroundings. 


He’d been in here before. 


The memory was still kind of fuzzy with fever, but he could remember Bird carrying him 
through blurry hallways and a bright room that he eventually got stuck inside a bubble like 
thing. Tommy could see the bubble thing on the other side of the room, though there wasn’t a 
bubble on it at the moment, just the weird bed looking thing. 


He was really glad that he wasn’t in the bubble this time. 


Tommy glanced over his shoulder to try and see the spot where he’d gotten stung, but he 
couldn’t see anything more than some kind of white, sticky, foam type thing that was 
plastered over his shoulder. He did notice, though, that his shirt, filthy and in rags as it was, 
was suspiciously missing. 


He could count his ribs, could see the dozens of scars that littered his chest, and Tommy felt 
sick. He avoided looking at himself for a reason, and he didn’t want to be seeing it now. He 
grabbed a fistful of the blanket like thing that had been draped over himself earlier and hiked 
it up, clutching it to his sternum to cover himself so he didn’t have to look. 


Tommy turned back around and gave Wilbur a questioning look. 


“T think you’re more stubborn than Techno, which is saying something,” Wilbur said the 
moment that he saw Tommy looking at him. Pig made an odd chuffing noise, and it kind of 
sounded like a laugh. Kind of. 


“Where’s my shirt?” Tommy asked, raising an eyebrow. He didn’t expect an answer, 
obviously, but it didn’t hurt to ask in case the aliens figured out even a little bit of what he 
was trying to say. 


Sure enough, though, Wilbur just stared at him blankly, ear-fin things twitching. Tommy 
sighed, and leaned forward, just enough to grab the tunic-looking thing that Wilbur was 
wearing and tug at it. The alien just watched, slightly leaned away from him, before Tommy 
pointed at himself. 


“Where’s my shirt?” he said again. 


“What’s he saying?” Pig asked, looking at Wilbur from where it was sitting in its own bed, 
though it had its legs swung over the side. It had a patch of foam stuff along its neck, poking 
above its loose, flowing shirt that looked like one of the old-timey ones that royal ones wore 
underneath all the fancy shit. So, same thing it always wore. 


“T have no clue,” Wilbur said, tail swishing to the side. “A question, definitely, but I don’t 
recognize any of the words. Sorry, Toh-me.” 


Tommy just rolled his eyes and he tugged at Wilbur’s tunic again, before pointing at himself. 
““Where’s my shirt?” 


Wilbur blinked at him, and Tommy was pretty sure he’d never get used to how its eyelids 
blinked horizontally instead of up and down. It was staring right at him, though, its ear-fins 
still twitching. 


“Shirt?” Wilbur asked, and this time Tommy saw how its lips moved to actually make the 
sound, synced the right way, instead of the off lip syncing followed by English that Tommy 
had gotten used to. 


“Shirt,” Tommy agreed, and pointed at Wilbur’s tunic again. “You shirt. Where is me shirt?” 
It felt fucking ridiculous to be speaking like a toddler, but he had to do what he had to do. At 
least he knew that Wilbur knew what “you” and “me” meant. Maybe it would put two and 
two together. 


“You shirt,” Wilbur repeated, and then. “Oh, fuck. You want to know where your top 
covering went?” 


Tommy, caught off guard by the swear, nearly didn’t respond. He didn’t think he heard the 
aliens swear before, or if he did, he didn’t remember it. After a moment, though, he nodded. 
“Yes. Where is my shirt?” 


“We had to remove it to treat the sting, and... we didn’t know how to get it off properly. We 
had to cut it off, I’m sorry,” Wilbur said, just a bit awkwardly. “Dll... tell you what, I'll go 
get something that might fit you.” 


“Wait,” Pig protested, but Wilbur was already across the room and through some kind of... 
sliding door, before it could say anything more. Pig grunted. “Of course he leaves me alone 
with the human,” it grumbled, before its head turned to look at Tommy. “No offense.” 


“How could I not take offense to that?” Tommy asked, scoffing. “But I don’t care, big man. 
We’re both kind of stuck in here together.” 


Or, well. 


Tommy could probably stand up and make a break for the door. Maybe. Whatever Wilbur 
had given him had almost completely gotten rid of the pain, and the weird buzzing in his skin 
was still going. 


It was probably a bad idea, considering he was still pretty sure Scaleface 2 had broken his 
ribs when he’d been throwing him around, but he couldn’t prove it, and they didn’t hurt. If 
his ribs were broken, though, it wasn’t a good idea to be walking around with them. 


If they tried putting him back in the cell, he wouldn’t have another choice. Tommy was not 
going in the cell again. Not if he could help it. 


He swung his legs to the side, throwing them over the bed. His toes didn’t even touch the 
ground, his legs dangling over the side because the bed he was on was too high up for him to 
reach. So he would have to throw himself off the bed and hope his legs were working enough 
to land properly. Great. 


“What are you doing?” Pig asked suddenly, sounding suspicious. 


Tommy shot him a sharp look, but just inched his way closer to the edge of the bed. He still 
couldn’t reach the ground properly, so with a silent hope that he wasn’t about to fall flat on 
his ass, he pushed himself off the edge. 


His feet hit the ground, and the smooth metal floor was freezing beneath his toes. Tommy’s 
knees wobbled unsteadily, threatening to give out on him, and he gritted his teeth. He was not 
going to fall over, he was not. 


The room was spinning again. 


Tommy grabbed for the edge of the bed for balance, but his fingers just barely missed it, and 
just then, because Tommy’s luck fucking sucked, one of his knees buckled. 


“Shit!” he shouted, the world flying by as he went down. He tensed up, squeezing his eyes 
shut and bracing for the impact, only to find himself colliding into something much more 
forgiving than what felt like hard metal. 


Arms held him up, pulling him to his feet as thick hooved fingers dug into him, trying to keep 
him upright. Heat radiated off of the skin of the alien holding him, and that was how he knew 
who it was, without even opening his eyes. 


“T can’t tell you how stupid of an idea that was,” Pig grunted, seemingly unconcerned. 
Tommy was frozen still, legs barely cooperating as he tried to fumble into a somewhat 
standing position, but it wasn’t working. He was leaning probably all of his weight into Pig 
and the alien didn’t even care. “I mean, you’ve never been stung with dereae venom before, 
so you didn’t know what to expect from it, and you thought you could just walk right after 
waking up?” 


Tommy stayed silent, trying to grab onto Pig in case he was let go. Pig didn’t see like the type 
to drop him mean spiritedly, but Tommy wasn’t going to take the chance. He managed to 
grab onto his arm with his good hand and he dug his nails in. 


“Ouch,” Pig grunted, but he sounded almost... sarcastic? “I’m trying to help you you know. 
You trying to claw me isn’t your smartest idea.” 


Tommy grunted, finally managing to find his footing and get his legs underneath him. He 
stood, shakily, still leaning halfway onto Pig with his upper body. 


“Yeah, no, we’re not doing that,” Pig announced, and Tommy was suddenly lifted off his feet. 
He shrieked, legs dangling and kicking his feet wildly, but it did little to help him as Tommy 
was swung around and dumped back on the bed, landing squarely on his injured shoulder. 


He yelped, pain flaring up his shoulder that apparently that painkiller couldn’t cover. Tommy 
rolled onto his side and curled in on himself, knees to his chest and good arm cradling the 
bad one. 


“Stars— I— sorry,” Pig said, awkwardly. “I didn’t... mean to do that. I promise.” 


“Fucker,” Tommy grunted, eyes squeezed shut. The good thing about the painkiller thing they 
gave him was that it worked quickly, ebbing the pain even now, though it was taking a bit 
longer than it did before. 


He uncurled once it didn’t feel like a thousand fire ants were biting him all at once, and sent a 
glare up at Pig. 


“Just... stay on the bed. Don’t do something stupid like trying to walk around again,” Pig 
said, not meeting his eyes. “You’re just going to get yourself hurt.” 


“You're a dickhead. Right bastard,” Tommy spat, forcing himself to sit up and glaring him 
down. 


“Yeah I can imagine you’re not pleased with me.” 


“No duh,” Tommy hissed, sitting up. 


“Techno!” The two of them spun to face the door, where Bird was standing with his wings 
puffed up. “What are you doing out of bed? You’re supposed to be resting!” 


Tommy snickered, a grin peeling up the corners of his mouth. Pig, or... Techno was what 
they called him right? That must be his name. Interesting, and much less human sounding 
than “Wilbur”. 


“I’m fine,” Techno said grumpily. 


“You got stung with dereae venom, you are not fine,” Bird said, sounding like a goddamn 
worried parent fretting over a sick child. This was hilarious. Bird nudged Pig— or Techno, he 
supposed, back towards the bed he’d been in before, and Tommy watched smugly from his 
spot on the bed. “You shouldn’t be out of bed until we’re a hundred percent sure it’s out of 
your system.” 


“Oh Toh-me!” A high pitched voice said, turning Tommy away from the sight. It was Tubbo 
who spoke, running into the medbay and over to Tommy’s bed. Three of his wings were 
buzzing rapidly, while the fourth just twitched limply behind him. He stopped next to 
Tommy’s bed, holding some kind of... tablet looking thing, like the holoframe but bigger, 
and with two sticks instead of one. “I have a surprise for you,” the alien informed him, before 
promptly thrusting the tablet into Tommy’s lap. 


He stared down at it, a bit confused. It was a gold screen instead of blue, and there were 
scribblings in that looked like English letters that had gotten drunk and were collapsed in on 
themselves. Tommy had no idea what it said. 


“T found it on the generals’ ship, why they have it, I have no clue, but!” Tubbo clambered 
himself up onto Tommy’s bed, practically sitting on top of his legs as it leaned over him to 
point at the screen. Tommy could see his mouth was lifted just like a human’s would in a kind 
of smile. “This is going to let you talk to us. Really talk to us.” 


now we’re on our way 


Tommy gave Tubbo a skeptical look, but the alien didn’t seem put off by this reaction, 
instead pointing at the screen with one spindly finger. 


“Trust me, just press this, right here,” Tubbo urged, pointing at one of the scribblings. 
Tommy glanced down at it, and reluctantly raised a finger and did just that, pressing the area 
that was indicated. 


“Yes,” an unfamiliar voice said, seemingly coming from the sticks of the holoframe. It 
sounded like a girl, an american one, no older than he was. Tommy furrowed his brows, and 
then pressed the button again. “Yes,” the voice said for a second time. 


“See?” Tubbo said excitedly, making Tommy look up at him. “The words are in Galactic, and 
it says it in Galactic, but because of your transmitter implant, it tells you the word in your 
language. So you know what it means, and we can understand it too! It'll let you talk to us!” 


Tommy blinked, deciding for the sake of his mental health to ignore the “implant” part of that 
sentence and what it implied. He looked back towards the screen, pressing a different set of 
symbols. 


“Goodbye,” the voice said. Tommy pressed another one, and then another, and then another. 
“Eat. Sleep. You.” 


“Its a rather basic vocabulary for now, I know,” Tubbo said, sounding apologetic. “But the 
more you use it, the faster you’ll learn, right? And the more you learn, the more words we 
can add. I just programmed a few things for now.” 


Tommy kept pressing the different buttons, trying to figure out what was what. Yes and no. 
Hello and goodbye. You and me. Please and gratitude. Eat, drink, sleep, help, need. Relieve, 
which... Tommy wasn’t exactly sure what that one was supposed to mean. There was even 
bathe in the list, which was kind of a foreign thought to him at this point. They had space 
baths? If they did, and the aliens were offering, Tommy would absolutely fucking love a 
space bath. He hadn’t exactly gotten the chance to shower while trapped in a kennel, and then 
a cage. 


Fifteen words. Fifteen words was all he could say where as most people probably used 
thousands every day. 


It was better than nothing. 


Tommy looking back up at Tubbo, who was staring at him expectantly, smiling. Bird, 
Techno, even Wilbur, who had apparently showed back up, clutching a wad of fabric in his 
hands, were all looking at him. Waiting. 


He glanced back at the screen, mind spinning. They probably want him to use it, don’t they? 
Which one was which... he already couldn’t remember, that was great. 


Tommy took a wild guess and clicked on the one that he thought was it. 


“Gratitude,” the holoframe said. Or not holoframe? It had two sticks, he didn’t know if that 
made it different enough to have a different name. 


Tubbo’s wings buzzed, and the alien threw himself forward, head colliding into Tommy’s 
shoulder. It was sudden enough to make him jerk backwards, but it wasn’t a hard enough hit 


to even hurt. One of its arms wrapped around him and slapped itself on the back of his neck, 
and again it was startling, but not painful. 


He was still smiling, though, when he pulled back. Tubbo smiled at him, wings buzzing 
excitedly, except for the broken one. His mandibles clicked together and he withdrew his 
hand from around Tommy’s neck. 


“Sorry, got excited,” Tubbo almost sounded embarrassed as it scooted off the bed, head 
ducking low and wings folding in. 


Tommy... kind of understood, though he was still a bit confused. It was likely just some kind 
of gesture that Tommy didn’t understand the meaning of. By the almost sheepish, almost 
embarrassed look on Tubbo’s face, he probably would never actually find out. 


He glanced down at the holoframe thing again, cradling the screen in his lap. Tommy had just 
killed two people, had spent who knows how long trapped in either a cage or a kennel. He 
had been tortured, had been kidnapped from his family, was trapped in fucking space. 


And now, he could talk to the aliens. 


Maybe things were finally looking up. 


Toh-me was twitching in his sleep. 


Now that they were sure that Toh-me wasn’t going to die from the dereae venom, Wilbur had 
said he wasn’t worried enough about the terrans condition that they needed him to stay in the 
medbay during sleeping hours again. 


So Techno was in the medbay with the terran alone. Again. 


Toh-me had fallen asleep soon after receiving the holotab, waking up in fitful spurts that 
didn’t last very long before falling asleep again. Phil had spent ages fretting over the fact that 
he hadn’t eaten in days, and surely he should be hungry by now, but Techno finally just 
shooed him away with the reminder that with Toh-me’s few and short lived waking moments, 
then he wasn’t likely be awake long enough to eat anyways, and promised that he would call 
Phil the moment Toh-me was up long enough to eat something. 


And now he was twitching in his sleep. 


Techno had never been stung with dereae venom before, but they sure as nethira weren’t 
kidding when they said it hurt like a bitch. So. Maybe. Just maybe it was keeping him up. Not 
that he would admit to it, but it was perhaps keeping him awake and not letting him fall 
asleep. 


So Techno was awake when the terran started twitching in his sleep. 


Toh-me was in the bed next to him, and the subtle movements were almost impossible not to 
notice, even in the dim lighting. Twitching and making little whimpering noises as he slept. 
His face would wrinkle, eyes squint even while they stayed closed, and then he would 
seemingly relax. The tension would drain out of his muscles, and the whimpering would stop, 
only to stiffen up and start all over again. 


Techno was relatively sure the terran was talking too, his lips moving and something other 
than the whimpers coming out every now and then, but he had no idea what he was saying. 


Wilbur had brought Toh-me a shirt, one of Ranboo’s, as it was one of the only ones that 
didn’t have space for wings or spines or anything of the sort. Really, it was between Ranboo 
and Techno on who had clothes Toh-me could wear comfortably, and either option seemed to 
just drown the terran in fabric because of the size difference. 


And Techno— well, he couldn’t help comparing him to a shoat. 


There were obvious differences to him being a shoat, what with Toh-me being a terran and 
not a piglin, but there were similarities in the way they slept. With Toh-me sleeping on his 
belly, hands curled up next to his cheeks in little fists. The excess amount of fabric absolutely 
swamped him, wadded up next to his hands and hiked up around his neck, and it was similar 
to how young shoats would be dressed in the clothes of their parents for the first few 
revolutions of their lives. 


So he maybe, maybe found Toh-me adorable. In the way he found shoats adorable, and he 
would definitely not be admitting to it. No sir, no way. Phil would never let him live it down, 


especially considering Techno had been making fun of the elytrian for being broody with the 
terran. 


So Toh-me’s whimpering and twitching, clear signs of him being in some kind of distress 
even while asleep, was effecting him. Just a bit. Piglins were a very pack-oriented species, 
more so than even endrians, maybe not on an elytrian level though. The similarity between 
Toh-me and piglin shoats, combined with the obvious distress the young terran was in, was 
triggering the protective instincts in the back of Techno’s head. 


Techno didn’t want to wake up the distressed terran shoat, but he also didn’t want to just 
leave him like this. He was pretty sure his instincts wouldn’t allow it anyway. 


Ugh. Great. 


Tommy wasn’t sure what his nightmare had been about, not entirely. All he remembered was 
Ponk, in a tuxedo, tears in his eyes, saying something about him supposed to be one of the 
groomsmen. Everything else slipped from his memory like sand through his fingers, even in 
semi-consciousness. 


He wasn’t sure what woke him up either, just feeling a warmth radiating up his side. Tommy 
fluttered his eyes open, peering sleepily through his eyelashes and spotting pink fur and an 
old timely-looking shirt. Silky smooth fabric pressed to his cheek, thick keratin-tipped fingers 
threaded through his hair. 


This was a familiar position he found himself in. 


Tommy wasn’t sick this time, but it didn’t stop him from burying himself a bit closer to the 
heat, even though it was at a near-uncomfortable level. He couldn’t blame sickness on the 
fact he was seeking comfort from a fucking alien of all things, though he could still probably 
blame stockholm syndrome. 


He tilted his head up, or at least tried to with the best of his ability. Tommy was tired, okay? 
Techno was big, and comfortable to lean on, and warm. He was probably the alien that 
Tommy trusted the most, other than Tubbo, which was a strange thing to think about. 


Techno looked... asleep. Propped up on Tommy’s pillow with his eyes closed, massive arms 
curled around Tommy and keeping him half draped over his chest. He was making an odd 
rumbling noise as well, similar to a cat’s purr, and it was soothing to Tommy’s ears. 


If Techno was the one who climbed into his bed for what was essentially cuddles, then surely 
he wouldn’t be upset if Tommy stayed, right? Tommy was pretty sure that Pig was the one 
who had done this, because he didn’t remember crawling into Pig’s bed for any specific 
reason. 


He was a bit more comfortable with this situation than he would like to admit. 


Tommy yawned, tilting his head back down and laying it against Techno’s chest again. He 
took a deep breath and let his eyelids drooped. The fingers of his good hand fiddled with the 
hem of Techno’s fancy shirt, rubbing the silky smooth fabric between his fingertips. 


Techno didn’t smack his hand away, or really react at all. Considering Tommy’s running 
theory that he was asleep, that was to be expected. 


Well, if he didn’t want Tommy playing with his shirt because it was a nice texture, then he 
shouldn’t have climbed into Tommy’s bed. Techno could deal with it. 


Tommy yawned again, eyes fluttering shut. He shifted a bit to get more comfortable, barely 
thinking twice when he flung his leg out, subconsciously throwing it over one of Techno’s as 
he settled. 


With heat flowing up his side, and a sense of comfort that he hadn’t felt in a long time, 
Tommy let himself fall quickly into a dreamless, much more peaceful sleep. He was out 
within seconds. 


Tommy was already frustrated with the lack of communication options on this stupid... 
soundboard tablet looking thing. 


He should be grateful. He is grateful, considering he didn’t have any method of 
communicating whatsoever before they gave him this. Yet, still, he was limited and didn’t 
know how the fuck to convey what he needed to convey. 


Listen. He was hungry. That was simple enough, there was even a button for “eat”, so he 
could just press it over and over until someone brought him food. But he also needed to piss. 
Badly. There wasn’t a button for that. 


Wilbur was back, fiddling with some light up screen on the wall that had a bunch of the 
scribbling of alien language laced over it. It moved and responded to him like a touch screen, 
and Tommy could only watch as the symbols flew past, brows furrowed and glancing 
between it and Wilbur. He couldn’t tell if he was busy or not. 


Well, Tommy needed to piss. It didn’t matter if Wilbur was busy or not, he was about to deal 
with it. 


He looked down at his screen and squinted at the different rows of symbols. He knew “hello” 
was in the top right with “goodbye”, and that all of the need-based ones were in a row at the 
bottom of the screen, though he wasn’t sure which was which exactly. There still wasn’t a 
button that meant “hey I need to pee”, he knew that. 


“Hello” was a good start to catch Wilbur’s attention, though. 


Tommy pressed the button, watching Wilbur pause as the feminine voice from the tablet 
thing said “hello”. The alien turned, spines perked up, towards Tommy. 


“Hello,” Wilbur said back, a kind of enthusiasm running through his voice. 


Great, Tommy had his attention. Now what was he supposed to say? He looked down at his 
screen and scratched at his brain, trying to remember which button was which. The one with 
two symbols with dots at the end was “eat”, he thought. It was one of the shorter ones as 
well. The one with the same symbol that almost looked like it was repeating in the middle 
was “need” if he remembered right. Help had been next to need, a pair up in the corner. 


Drink was next to eat, and sleep was a couple buttons down from drink. “Relieve”, whatever 
that meant, was the very last one in what Tommy was starting to call the “needs row” down at 
the bottom, and if he remembered right that meant that “sleep” was next to it. 


His head almost hurt trying to figure out what he was trying to say. Fifteen words wasn’t a 
lot, and certainly not enough to convey the fact that he really had to pee. 


Tommy pressed down on the button next to what he thought was “need”, the one that should 
be “help”. Sure enough— “Help,” said the tablet voice. 


“Help?” Wilbur asked, tilting his head. He seemed a bit more concerned now, or maybe just 
interested, as he took a step towards Tommy’s bed, tail curled. “Help with what? What do 
you need help with?” 


That was what Tommy was trying to figure out how to say. He scowled down at the tablet 
with a wrinkled nose, leg jittering slightly trying to take his mind off of it. “Would it have 
killed you to add “bathroom” or something on this list?” He complained. “You have to have 
some kind of alien bathroom, right? You don’t look like you’ ve been pissing in a corner like 
I’ve had to do.” 


Wilbur’s ear spines flicked, and a kind of confused look grew on his face. “I’m not sure what 
that means. Does the holotab not have the right word?” 


“No, it doesn’t,’ Tommy grunted, glaring down at the screen as if “bathroom” would 
magically pop up any second now. “I don’t—” 


Tommy’s jaw shut with an audible click, and he blinked at the “holotab” for a moment. His 
Nan— she sometimes used the word “relieve” when she asked him if he needed to use the 
bathroom. She would ask him if he needed to “relieve himself” before they left the house. All 
the time. 


Oh he’s a fucking idiot isn’t he. 


“Relieve,” the holotab said when Tommy pressed the button for it, and he looked up to meet 
Wilbur’s gaze for confirmation that he understood. 


Wilbur blinked, and then the spikes on his ears perked up again. “Oh! Yes of course. I didn’t 
—* Another head tilt, his eyes flashing a bright neon green. “Hm. Are you good to walk?” 


“Yes,” Tommy didn’t even bother with the holotab this time, just speaking out loud on his 
own. He knew that Wilbur knew what the word “‘yes” meant. Sure, he wasn’t exactly sure if 
he could walk, the last time he tried wasn’t a great attempt, but he could try for sure. 


“Come on then, I'll help,” Wilbur crossed the room and came to a stop by Tommy’s bed, 
seeming slightly more hesitant now. 


Tommy rolled his eyes and pushed the holotab off of his lap, letting it rest on the soft green 
blanket that he had been wrapped in earlier. He swung his legs over the side of the bed, 
pausing at the slight dizziness that washed over him as a result. He didn’t stall for long, 
though, inching his way towards the edge the bed before finally throwing himself off. 


He landed on his feet and immediately pitched forward. His arms flew out to balance himself 
with a yelp, only to be swiftly caught by Wilbur. 


Tommy clung to Wilbur’s arm and rocked backward, trying to keep himself steady with his 
once-again wobbling knees. Wilbur balanced him easily, letting him hold on even with a the 
practical death grip that he had on his arm. 


“T’ll be glad that I don’t have to piss in the corner anymore,” Tommy grunted, shuffling his 
feet and taking a wobbly step forward, leaning on Wilbur just a bit. “Take me to the alien 
bathroom.” 


Wilbur didn’t respond, because of course he didn’t, but he didn’t protest at Tommy using him 
as literal crutch. The alien helped lead him out of the medical area, his tail wrapping around 


Tommy’s waist. The spines at the end of his tail poked slightly uncomfortably into his skin, 
but it didn’t hurt, so he didn’t complain. 


“T might have to show you how to use it. It’s not difficult, though,” Wilbur hummed, and 
Tommy glanced over at him, one eyebrow arched. 


“That sounds weirder than probably necessary,” he informed the alien. “I am a minor, you 
know. Not that you know what that means.” He paused, “...I actually might not be a minor 
anymore. I don’t know actually.” 


“We should have brought your holotab,” Wilbur made an odd humming noise as they exited 
the medical room and started down a hallway. “You’d be able to explain to me what exactly 
you’re saying.” 


“Good luck with us having a decent conversation when I only have fifteen words to use,” 
Tommy grumbled, stumbling slightly, but was pulled back to his feet by Wilbur without even 
a pause in their walk. 


They didn’t go far, only a few steps through the hallway at most, before Wilbur opened a 
door on their right. Tommy glanced inside and balked. 


Yeah, he didn’t know the first thing about using any of that. 


some long awaited bonding time (ah fuck, adoption instincts) 
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“Hello.” 


Ranboo nearly leaped up a foot in the air, ears perking up and tail sticking up straight. He 
turned around sharply, finding the terran of all things standing in the door to his and Tubbo’s 
room like it was a casual thing. 


“How the—what?” Ranboo stuttered. “How did you get out of the medbay?” 


Toh-me made a face, squinting his eyes and wrinkling the skin around his nose. He looked 
down at his holotab and pressed something. “You,” the holotab’s voice said, completely calm 
and monotone as most programmed voices tended to be. 


“That doesn’t answer my question.” 


Toh-me made another face. One of his eyebrows raised higher than the other and his eyes 
rolled around in his head, giving Ranboo a pointed look. It almost felt like the terran was 
saying “well no duh, idiot”, which was kind of an odd energy from the him, odd to the point 
Ranboo was having a hard time processing it. 


“What are you doing out of the medbay?” Ranboo asked. “Should you even be walking right 
now? Why did you just... show up here?” 


Another movement of Toh-me’s eyes rolling around in a circle, looking up and then down 
again in quick succession. He almost seemed... annoyed, or at least his body language 
suggested that. Toh-me turned the holotab around to show off the screen to Ranboo, waving 
one hand at the... rather barren list of words that were put there. 


When Tubbo had told Ranboo about his plan to use one of the holotab’s they found aboard 
the generals’ ship to provide Toh-me with a way to talk to them... Ranboo hadn’t been the 
most thrilled. The last time he’d seen the terran, beyond him collapsing in the medbay and 
Tubbo’s discovery of the dereae sting, was when Toh-me was holding a smoking phaser like 
he’d been using it all his life, having just taken down two members of one of the most deadly 
species in the universe. 


Toh-me had looked different then. No longer the thin, pale, sickly being that was stuck in 
space and on their ship. Instead, he looked dangerous, covered in dereae blood and having 
just been thrown around hard enough to have killed a fully grown piglin, and yet had been up 
and walking around like nothing was wrong. 


Up until he collapsed from the dereae sting of course. 


So yes, Ranboo had some reservations over giving the being that had just proven himself 
perfectly capable of and willing to kill two very powerful, deadly beings a way to talk to 
them. Had he argued with Tubbo over it? No. Why, one might ask? 


Because Ranboo was just a bit curious as to what exactly this terran had to say. Just a bit. 


That didn’t make Toh-me suddenly showing up in his doorway unannounced with no one else 
around any less terrifying, though. Especially considering Ranboo had seen what Toh-me had 
done to General Punz in the engine rooms when he went to go look for the body. General 
Punz hadn’t even looked like a dereae anymore after all the damage that had been inflicted 
upon him. 


However, Ranboo still remembered the gentleness that Toh-me had treated Tubbo with. He 
had seen the anger that had flashed in Toh-me’s eyes when he saw Tubbo’s broken wing, not 
unlike Ranboo’s own rage when he’d been forced to watch it happen and helpless to do 
anything to stop it. 


He had seen Toh-me break Tubbo’s restraints without a second thought, without another 
regard for his own safety. Toh-me would have had no idea what they would do after he 
released them, especially after the brutal fight that the four of them had just witnessed. For all 
Toh-me had known, they could have killed him the moment he broke their restraints. 


But he’d done it anyway. 


So— well, listen. Ranboo still had what he would like to call a healthy fear of Toh-me, and a 
justified one at that. The others were just crazy. Nethira, Ranboo had walked in the medbay at 
the beginning of a cycle recently and found Techno sleeping with Toh-me on top of him like 
that was a completely normal thing to do. 


Ranboo would definitely not be letting Toh-me sleep on top of him, but he wasn’t too scared 
of him. Except for in this situation, where they were both completely alone and Toh-me 
wasn’t supposed to be out of bed without assistance, let alone across the ship. 


He could see the list of words on the holotab’s screen though. No more than fifteen or twenty, 
all simple things. Yes, no, eat, sleep, please, help, things like that. Not really the kind of 
vocabulary you could use to answer questions. Or even ask questions. This was clearly just 
something Toh-me could use to communicate his needs, and that was it. 


“What exactly do you want me to do about it?” Ranboo asked, flicking his tail to the side. He 
subconsciously shifted into a more relaxed position in his nest, putting down his holoframe. 


Toh-me gestured at Tubbo’s hive with one of his fingers, held up the holotab with his other 
hand, and made an odd noise. It was like a hiss, but staticky and deeper. It almost sounded 
like an imitation of the buzzing noise that Tubbo’s wings made when he flew, or just moved 
them rapidly. 


Ranboo blinked. “...You’re looking for Tubbo.” How the hell did Toh-me know to look for 
Tubbo here? How did he know that the hive belonged to Tubbo and not one of the other 
meme ears of the crew? Ranboo had no idea, but he was very, very curious. 


“Yes,” the holotab said when Toh-me pressed the button on it. 


“How’d you know to look for him here?” 


Toh-me gave him an absolutely withering look, seeming annoyed. 


“Right, you can’t answer that,” Ranboo mumbled, half to himself. “He isn’t on the ship, he’s 
on-planet at the moment. Are you trying to get him to put more words on there for you?” 


“Yes,” Toh-me said by pressing the same button as before, blinking at Ranboo. He still hadn’t 
moved from the doorway, the sleeves of his tunic were falling over his hands and the hem of 
it falling almost to his knees. 


Ranboo had been... a bit annoyed when he found out that Wilbur had given the terran one of 
his tunics to wear in place of the one he had been wearing before. He wasn’t annoyed that 
Toh-me was wearing it, more so that Wilbur had given it away without asking him first. 


He didn’t really care anymore. 


“T can do that, it’s not hard,” Ranboo said, sitting up a bit straighter. Toh-me stared at him, 
seeming uncertain, even as Ranboo extended a hand out towards him. “Let me.” 


Toh-me tilted his head, and then took a single step forward. And then another. And then 
another. Then he was crossing the room and passing the holotab over, muscles stiff and legs 
wobbling. He walked with an unsteady limp, like he was dizzy, or just weak. Considering he 
was still recovering from a dereae sting, something that would have killed Ranboo if it had 
happened to him, he wasn’t about to judge him. 


He could still see the white bandage spread over Toh-me’s shoulder and back where he was 
stung. It covered what had been an absolutely brutal looking wound. The venom had turned 
Toh-me’s skin a sickly green color at the injection site, black veins branching out from sting 
and a huge raised lump the size of Toh-me’s hand. By the time they had found out about the 
sting, it was oozing a thick pinkish pus and was so swollen that even a gentle poke to the 
injection site cause Toh-me to react to the obvious pain it caused him, even when 
unconscious. 


It had been disgusting. Toh-me’s body’s reaction to the venom had been worse than even 
Techno’s, who experienced only some minor swelling. 


Ranboo was still incredibly impressed that Toh-me was able to stay conscious for as long as 
he did, considering his body’s aggressive reaction to the venom going on at the time. Hell, 
Toh-me had been walking around and breaking their restraints with the unnatural strength 


that his species naturally had. He had even been talking, completely coherently, at least as far 
as they could tell. 


It was impressive. The same venom that could kill Ranboo in mere minutes and caused pain 
severe enough that Techno fell unconscious moments after being stung, seemed to barely 
affect Toh-me’s abilities until several minutes after the original sting. 


It also made Ranboo wonder what else terrans were immune to that killed other species. 
Though, he could always look that up in the files that were taken from the poacher’s ship. 


Ranboo took the holotab from Toh-me and mentally rifled through possible words to put in. 
Yes or no was already in it, so Toh-me could answer those kinds of questions, yet he still 
couldn’t ask any. 


Okay, he could put question words in. What. When. Where. Why. Who. How. Easy enough. 
Ranboo lined them up in a row and kept them to one side of the screen. As for what else... 
maybe names? Phil. Techno. Ranboo. Wilbur. Tubbo. He kept those in a group to one part of 
the screen as well. 


What else could he do? 


“Here,” Ranboo shifted to the side, showing the screen to Toh-me. “These are all question 
words, so you can ask us things. And then these are our names. I don’t know how many of 
our names you know, but this one is mine.” He pressed the button that it was written on, and 
the holotab said it, just like it was supposed to. 


Toh-me tilted his head and then said something in his own language, glancing up at Ranboo. 
He said it again, and then a third time before jerking his head downwards and then up again 
in a slow, practiced movement. 


“I’m trying to think of what else I could add for you to use,” Ranboo mused thoughtfully, 
taking the holotab back and studying it. He thought for a few moments, and then put in a 
“here” and “there” buttons as well. A second later, he added a “want” button also. 


It was another few moments of nothing, of thinking. The room, and the ship, was completely 
quiet, save for Toh-me’s soft breathing and the near silent hum of the holotab. Ranboo didn’t 
even realize how close they were, with Toh-me practically leaning over his shoulder to see 
what he was doing. 


“Leave” and “follow” were the next words that Ranboo put in, followed by “stay”. With that, 
Ranboo more than doubled the original vocabulary that Toh-me had started with, but he put 


one last word in before he considered himself satisfied: Toh-me’s own name, which he 
quickly put in with the rest. 


“Alright, I think I’m done,” Ranboo said, leaning back again and tilting the screen so Toh-me 
could see it, using his finger to point out the words. “I still have the question words here and 
the names there, but I added your name as well. I put “want” next to “need” and “help”. 
“Here” and “there” are grouped together in this corner with the rest of the pairs. And then 
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these three are “leave”, “stay”, and “follow”. Are those okay?” 


Toh-me chattered something in his own language, and it was only then that Ranboo actually 
realized how close the terran was to him. He turned, just as Toh-me glanced at him, and they 
made eye contact on accident. Ranboo looked away quickly, blinking, and then passed the 
holotab over to him without looking over. 


“Hope that’s a bit better,” Ranboo said as Toh-me took the holotab from him, glancing over 
when Toh-me stepped away. 


“Gratitude,” droned the holotab, and Toh-me looked up at him a second after he pressed the 
button, baring his teeth with the corners of his mouth curled up. 


If Ranboo remembered right, that was supposed to be a positive expression for terrans. An 
odd choice, really, considering baring one’s teeth is commonly viewed as a aggressive action 
to most species, but he wasn’t about to question it. 


“You’re welcome,” he told Toh-me. “You should probably go back to the medbay before Phil 
freaks out about you being gone.” 


Toh-me’s smile fell, and he made another face, this one less annoyed and more confused- 
looking. “How?” asked the holotab, and then Toh-me turned to look at the screen, seeming 
even more confused. He pressed more of the question words. “When? What? Where? Who?” 
The terran made a satisfied noise and pressed the same button a few more times. “Who? 
Who? Who?” 


“Who’s Phil?” Ranboo guessed at what he was trying to say. 


“Yes.” 


“Here.” Ranboo reached forward and pressed the button that had Phil’s name on it. “He’s the 
elytrian.” Toh-me gave him a blank look at that, and Ranboo backtracked. ““Ah— you don’t 
know what that is. Right. Okay. He’s the one with wings, big wings—not like Tubbo’s, his 


have feathers. He’s smaller than Wilbur but bigger than Tubbo. Do you know who I’m 
talking about?” 


Toh-em stared at him for another moment. Then— “Yes.” 


“Yeah, that’s Phil. He’s an elytrian, and they’re a very parental species, so don’t be surprised 
if he freaks out when he finds out about you walking around,” Ranboo said. “We don’t know 
how dereae venom works on you— or on terrans in general, so he’s probably going to be 
smothering you in a overprotective, broody way. Be warned.” 


Toh-me made that same gesture as before, where he jerked his head up and down quickly and 
smoothly. “Yes. Gratitude.” 


“You’re welcome,” Ranboo said again, finding himself more amused than on edge like he 
would’ve expected. Especially considering Toh-me had been in the same room as him, in his 
room, alone, for several minutes. “Now go rush back to the medbay before Phil finds you.” 


Toh-me bared his teeth at him, the same curled up lip expression as before, before he hobbled 
quickly out of the door without another word. 


Ranboo watched him go with something odd nestled in his chest, something that almost felt 
like fondness. They had just spent several minutes together, completely alone in a room, and 
Toh-me hadn’t even acted the slightest bit aggressive towards him. Nethira, Ranboo himself 
hadn’t felt scared, really, even when Toh-me was practically hovering over him, well within 
arms reach. 


Stars, he was getting attached, wasn’t he? 


Ranboo was definitely getting attached. As was the nature of his species, he supposed, 
though endrians back on Vohid were taught from a young age to suppress what Tubbo liked 
to call the “adoption” instinct to prevent “accidental adoptions” from happening to members 
not in your haunting or in your circle. Ranboo had been suppressing it since he was little. 


Apparently he was out of practice. 
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Tommy fucking stank. 


He was well aware of it, don’t get him wrong. He was completely filthy, and had been for 
quite a while. That was what happened when you were stuck in space, whether in a cage or 
stuck in a room, for who knew how long. 


His hair was still crusted from Scaleface’s blood, and practically fell around his head in 
chunks from the grease of not washing it and the dried gunk. The sweater he’d been given 
was... relatively clean. Definitely cleaner than anything else he was wearing, but he had been 
wearing it for a while now, so it wasn’t particularly clean anymore. 


He needed a damn shower. Desperately. He had needed one for ages now. And he could get 
one, considering he had a button for bathing on the tablet they gave him. 


Yet, he wasn’t exactly thrilled to find out what bathing meant to aliens. The bathroom didn’t 
have anything that looked like a bathtub or a shower in it. The alien toilet was weird enough, 
Tommy wasn’t even going to get into that can of worms. 


He desperately wanted and needed a shower, but Tommy was a bit hesitant to ask for one. 


Fucking hell. 


The grime that coated his skin was starting to become more apparent, at least to him. It had 
been there for ages, since before he even came onto this ship, but he was gradually becoming 
more aware of it now that he wasn’t, you know, scared shitless from being trapped in one 
room all the time, left to wonder what was going to happen to him next. 


All the shit that was on him had been there for so long now that it felt like a second skin, and 
Tommy was fucking miserable now that he was more aware of it. It was like he could feel 
each individual crust of dried blood and dirt and drop of oil and grease. It was fucking 
disgusting. 


And his hair? Don’t even get him started. It hadn’t been brushed or cut in so long that it was 
practically one giant wad of matted, greasy strands on the top of his head. He doubted it even 
looked blond anymore, or curly. What he wouldn’t give for a comb and some proper 
shampoo. 


Tommy reached up to touch his hair lightly, scowling as oil stuck to his fingers when he only 
barely touched the strands. His scalp really did just feel like one huge mass of matted hair. 
Even if he somehow did manage to get ahold of a brush, it would be a pain in the ass to comb 
through. 


He wiped the grease off of his fingers and onto the blanket that was still pulled over his lap 
and sighed. Tommy glanced over at Techno, who was sat on his own bed on the other side of 
the little mini-hospital thing that he’s pretty much just been kept in for the past few... days? 
Days sounded right. 


Techno was looking at something on his holoframe, reading something, probably, if the way 
the symbols that flew buy from his scrolling. Tommy couldn’t read them, not even because 
he couldn’t understand them but because of how far away he was. Techno was always on his 
holoframe, getting into arguments with Phil about how he should be getting back to work, 
that he felt better. Phil was insistent on Techno staying, for whatever reason. Something about 
being stung. 


Techno had been stung like he had, Tommy assumed. And Phil was being all overprotective 
of him like he was with Tommy whenever Tommy tried to get up to just go to the damn 
bathroom. 


Techno clearly didn’t want to be in the little medical room getting fussed over by Phil. 
Tommy didn’t particularly appreciate getting mothered by some alien fuck either, even if said 
alien fuck was nice and gentle with his touches and eventually pulled back when Tommy 
would get fed up with his shit and smack the “Phil leave Tommy” buttons enough times. 


Tommy’s disdain for Phil’s affections were eerily similar to how he remembered feeling 
when he first came to Sam’s. Having spent two years in the foster system by then, he was a 
rebellious twelve year old still mourning the loss of his Nan and angry at the way the world 
and the system had treated him. 


He challenged Sam on everything, ran off at the slightest provocation, and deliberately got 
into fights with George, Alex, and the twins in an attempt to get them to tell Sam to send him 
off. Tommy came around, though, albeit slowly. He didn’t know exactly what flipped the 
switch, but after a year and a half of staying with Sam, he had cried when Sam passed him 
adoption papers and asked him if he could be his dad. 


That was definitely not something that was happening this time, though. Tommy was not 
going to be adopted by aliens when he had a perfectly good family back on earth that he 
would rather be with. 


Not that Tommy thought that he was going to be able to get back to earth, back to them 
anytime soon. Or ever. 


Now was not the time that he wanted to be thinking about any of those things, though. So 
Tommy was simply just... not going to. Yep. That was definitely how this worked. Tommy 
didn’t want to think about it, so he wasn’t going to. That was it. It was definitely that simple. 


Tommy stared at Techno for another moment, before finally just, swallowing his pride and 
reaching for the tablet. 


“Technoblade,” the tablet said, because it was weird and added an extra word onto Techno’s 
name. It did that for Phil’s name too, calling him Philza for some reason. Maybe they were 
nicknames. 


Anyway, Techno glanced up from his holoframe and looked over at Tommy with his dark 
little beady eyes. His not-gold jewelry clinked when his head moved, because the fucker was 
still governed in necklaces and dangling earrings and rings on his little... horn things that are 
around his head like a crown. You’d think that he would take all that shit off at some point, 
but no. Tommy couldn’t think of a single moment that he’s seen Techno without the gold 
dangling off of him. 


“What do you need, shoat?” Techno asked, and Tommy still didn’t know what that word 
meant. Techno called him shoat a lot, and called him a runt sometimes too. Because he’s a 
prick. 


Tommy blinks at him once. Twice. Then looks back down at the tablet. “How Tommy bathe.” 
The tablet said as he pressed the buttons. “I want bathe.” 


“You want a bath?” Techno asked, as if confirming what Tommy already said. He thought he 
was being perfectly clear even with his limited range of words he could use. 


“Yes.” 


Techno made an odd grunting noise, kind of mashed up with a snort, before he turned off his 
holoframe and put it on the bed next to him. He got up a moment later, hooves clicking on the 
metal floor. 


Tommy, taking this as the confirmation that he was gonna get a goddamn shower after all this 
time, practically leapt off of his own bed. Or, well, he did leap off of his bed, considering that 
it was still too far off the ground for him to be getting out of it normally. 


“Do humans take water or dust baths?” Techno asked once Tommy had found his footing and 
wasn’t in danger of toppling over onto the ground. His legs still weren’t used to jumping yet. 


“What the fuck is a dust bath?” Tommy asked, slightly bewildered. “Like the weird sand 
baths that chinchillas do? Or birds?” 


Techno, obviously, gave him no answer, just staring at him blankly with his dark beady eyes. 
He looked expectant, waiting for an answer that Tommy couldn’t even fucking give because 
he didn’t have the right words on his tablet. 


Tommy turned the tablet around and waved a hand at the thirty something words he had 
available to him, scowling. “How the hell am I supposed to answer that, dickhead? It has to 
be yes or no.” 


Techno titled his head slightly, before seeming to realize what Tommy was trying to indicate. 
“Do humans take dust baths?” he said, rephrasing his question into something that Tommy 
could actually answer. 


“No 29 


“Water baths?” 


“Yes.” 


“There we go,” Techno grunted, “come on then, runt. Follow me.” 


And then Techno just turned and started walking, not even checking to make sure Tommy 
was behind him. Because he was a prick who probably liked listening to Tommy scrabble 
after him on shaky legs. 


Bastard. Prick. Dickhead. Tommy hated him. 


And he definitely didn’t trail after him excitedly like a hyper puppy. No. He didn’t. Shut the 
fuck up. 


Excitement was curling in his chest though, ensnaring his ribs and lungs and heart and just— 
just all the important bits in his torso. Giddiness wound around all his important bits in his 
chest like a snake who had finally caught its next meal. Listen. He hadn’t had a proper 
shower in months, and he had finally worked up the courage to just ask for one and it fucking 
worked. He thought he was entitled to a bit of hyperactive enthusiasm. 


The prospect of actually being clean was practically a foreign thing to him at this point, and 
now that he was getting the chance he was just a tad overexcited. Perhaps. But that wasn’t 
anyone’s business but his own. 


He was honestly a bit surprised to find that Techno led him to the weird alien bathroom, 
considering he hadn’t seen anything in there that looked even slightly similar to a bathtub or 
shower in there. Though, he did suppose that the alien ship was full of surprises still. 


And Tommy was surprised, watching as Techno stepped into the alien bathroom and waved a 
hand at what he assumed was a rather normal, if not empty wall. Said empty wall then made 
a slight whoosh, and slid open to reveal a tub. A fucking huge one. Because of course. 


It was square, and the walls of it almost came up to Tommy’s waist from how deep it was. 
Hell, Tommy could probably lay down in it because of how wide it was. Damn. 


“The relieving room has its own gravity stabilizers in order to keep the water and dust from 
moving in case of an emergency,” Techno said, pressing one of what looked like a hundred 
buttons on the wall above the tub, and water started to fill in from what was seemingly an 
invisible faucet. 


Tommy peered into it, spotting little pipe-like holes near the bottom of the tub where the 
water seemed to be pumping in. Interesting. 


“T don’t know what kind of soap humans use, but there’s some basic stuff here.” Techno 
gestured at some weird like... dispenser thing built into the wall. “I'll see if I can find you 
some cleaner clothes that will fit.” Techno shut the water off when the tub was about halfway 
full, but it was still plenty deep enough due to how high the walls of the tub were. 


Tommy gave a little hum, one that made Techno make a rumbling noise back at him and 
patting him on the head. 


“T’ll send the clothes through when I come back,” Techno said. “For now, uh, enjoy your 
bath, shoat.” 


With that, Techno left, the door sliding shut behind him. Tommy stared after him for a 
moment, not entirely sure that he wouldn’t bust back in when Tommy was in the middle of 
changing. That would not be ideal. Or comfortable. 


There wasn’t a towel or anything around that he could see, but Tommy didn’t particularly 
care too much. He just wanted in that damn bath already. 


The bath ended up being full of freezing cold water. Maybe that was an over exaggeration, 
but it certainly felt freezing compared to the warm air of the ship. Tommy just stuck it out, 
though, using the soap in the wall to clear himself of grime and grease and who knows what 
other shit. The water, cold as it was, was a murky grayish brown by the time he was finished 
with it. 


Techno had delivered the clothes as promised, some silky smooth shirt that was huge on him 
and pants that fit decently on his hips, but were like a damn mile long. They were clean, 
though, better than anything Tommy had worn in months, so he wasn’t going to complain. 


Sure, the soap left his hair a bit of an odder texture than he was used too, and the water had 
been freezing, and he had to practically shake himself dry like a dog, but it was good. The 
most human thing he’d done ever since he got kidnapped. 


He was clean. Finally. Fucking finally. 
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Tommy took to the tablet thing like a suffocating fish did to water. 


It wasn’t hard to memorize where each word was located on the screen, and soon it was 
almost like he could read them. The meaningless scribbled soon became much less 
meaningless, and he started actually making sense in his head. 


There were more than twenty-six letters, so there was no direct translation the majority of the 
time, but there was still enough correlation that Tommy could put the pieces of the letters 
together to form the spellings. 


For example, “need” has two “e’s” in English, but in the alien language it seemed to be only 
one letter, or two combined into one. There was a letter in “help” that looked similar to it, the 
third one of four, and it was essentially the “ee” letter, but cut in half, symbolizing only one. 


Tommy considers this symbol the equivalent of “e” in the alien language. 


There were others too. The double L in “follow” looked like just two of the regular letter L in 
help, mashed together. The “wh” combination in most of the question words stuck at the end 
looked to be the “w” and “h” equivalents smashed into one continuous letter. “Here” and 
“there” were almost identical in shape, but with an extra letter tapped on the end of “there”. 


He was recognizing the pattern, the spelling, and sure he couldn’t speak the alien language, 
but reading it was an accomplishment in itself to him. Tommy counted it as a win. 


Techno was no longer staying in the medical area with him, him and Phil arguing for what 
felt like hours before Techno finally left and took his blankets and stuff with him. 


Tommy though? He still slept in here. None of them had tried making him go back to the cell, 
which was a good thing, because Tommy was not doing that without a fight. Tubbo, Wilbur, 
and Phil all came to visit relatively often, though. Wilbur to administer what Tommy was 
now calling his “daily shot’, Phil to coo over him and rearrange his blankets, among other 
things, and Tubbo to bring food and talk, helping him learn the words on the tablet quicker. 


All five of the aliens had seemed a bit stunned after his bath, probably due to the fact that 
they had never seen him clean before that. He could imagine he looked a lot different after he 
washed all the shit off of himself. Techno, in particular, seemed to be fascinated by his hair, 
ruffling through it and making his weird little purr every now and then when he saw him. Phil 
had fussed over him for a while, seeming worried, and made several attempts to get him back 
into the bubble thing, but Toh-me quickly demonstrated his resolve on how he refused to step 
foot in it. Phil dropped it after that incident. 


At one point when Wilbur came to deliver his daily shot, he asked Tommy if humans 
changed color often, or if they should be worried. 


Tommy assumed that this was because of the whole “washing all the dirt off of himself made 
him like seven shades paler” thing, and the fact that the few curls of his hair that he was 
slowly beginning to detangle from the mat on his head were now somewhat blond again 
instead of greasy brown. 


However, he had started laughing his ass off at the question for a solid five minutes, and was 
pretty sure he never actually gave Wilbur an answer. They haven’t asked him again since, 
though. 


His hair having gone back to its original blond seemed to entice Techno to coming around 
more often, though. About every two days Techno would just, show up, combing through 
Tommy’s hair while making that weird purring noise and not saying much of anything. He 
was helping comb out the giant wad of hair, though, no matter how slow a process it was. 


The progress that Techno had made so far in a short amount of time was already giving 
Tommy hope that he wouldn’t have to shave the whole thing off to get rid of it. 


Did aliens even have hair clippers? Who knows. 


His vocabulary was expanding rapidly through all of this, though. He started with fifteen 
words, then Ranboo gave him eighteen more, putting him to thirty-three. Now, with Tommy’s 
nagging, Tubbo was adding new words almost every day, even though it was less than ten 
each time. Even still, Tommy was quickly approaching over a hundred of them. He could 
form basic sentences now, and with his growing ability to read, and even beginning to spell 
the words, communication was much less difficult. 


He may or may not be keeping his whole “learning to read their language” a bit of a secret for 
the moment, though. 


Tommy was still figuring out the kinks in it. The alien language had a weird spelling pattern, 
but it was similar to that of English, or at least it looked like it. Plus trying to keep a mental 
tally of each letter’s equivalent was hard without a place to write it down. This tablet thing 
didn’t have the ability to write on it like the holoframe Tubbo let him use that one time did. It 
was slow-going, very slow-going, but he was making progress. 


So, he may or may not be keeping it a secret until he has a more solid grip on how to read the 
language. And maybe... just maybe, one day he could learn how to write it too. 


He still didn’t know anything that came to speaking it, though. One of the downsides to not 
being able to actually hear the aliens in their normal language was that he wouldn’t be able to 
get a verbal understanding of said language. He could only hear them in their natural 
speaking voices when he really, really tried to, and that always gave him a migraine within a 
few minutes, so he didn’t make a habit of doing it, especially when he was pretty sure they 
didn’t have alien pain relievers that weren’t the injection shit. 


Tommy was getting a bit tired of the injections. 


But, first things first. Reading and writing was simpler, so that was what he was focusing on. 
At least for now. 


So that was how Tommy had been spending his time, alone in their little medical room. He 
was studying the tablet and teaching himself to read the alien language. That was what 
Tommy was doing right that moment, in fact, because there wasn’t much else he could do 
during the time between visits from the aliens when he was awake. 


He was already getting the hang of the words Tubbo had given him earlier today, almost right 
after the lights went from dim to bright again. Tommy assumed that when the lights were dim 
was when he was supposed to sleep, and was the “night” portion of the day, because no one 
came to visit during that time. Techno always seemed to be sleeping during the unofficial 
nighttime when he had been in the medbay with him, so he could only assume that the others 
did too. 


Tommy didn’t make a habit of going to sleep the second the lights turned dim, though. 
Paranoia would claw at his chest at the thought of sleeping with the lights so dark, with the 
door so open, though each night he would end up succumbing to exhaustion and fall asleep 
anyway. Maybe it was a side effect of being stuck in the cell where the lights were constantly 
on, maybe it wasn’t, but Tommy never felt at ease in the dark anymore. 


They hadn’t fed him yet today, he thought idly as he swiped through the different folders of 
words he had now. He wasn’t sure how long it had been since Tubbo came by, but he had 
been the only one to visit him. And that, again, had happened early that morning. 


Tommy glanced at the door to the medical area with a frown, his stomach grumbling protest. 
Where were they? He remembered a couple days ago when he’d gone to visit that Ranboo 
had something about Tubbo... something about Tubbo being on-planet? Does that mean 
they’re docked on a planet right now or something? Maybe thats where the aliens were, that 
would make sense. 


This would be the perfect time to explore, actually. 


With the aliens presumably off of the ship, Tommy could wander around without having to 
worry about one of them catching him and sending him back to the little medical area he was 
in. Or, even worse, sending him back to the cell they had been keeping him in. 


Sure, Ranboo had been relatively chill, if not a bit surprised, when Tommy stumbled upon 
him that one time, but that didn’t mean the others wouldn’t have a problem with him just 
walking around as he pleased. Tommy didn’t do more than get up to use the weird alien 
bathroom on his own; Wilbur and Phil always seemed panicked when he even did that 
without them helping him. 


So, yeah, if they were off of the ship, Tommy could finally walk around and explore. The 
only times he had been in the halls was when they first brought him from the other alien’s 
ship, when Tommy had gotten sick, when the Scalefaces showed up, and when he had found 
Ranboo while looking for Tubbo a few days ago. 


He hadn’t exactly had time to figure out the layout of the ship in any of those situations. 
Except for the Ranboo thing, but Tommy had stumbled across him pretty early on in his 
wanderings, so it didn’t count. 


Tommy eased his way off of his bed, keeping the tablet thing secure in his hands as he had to 
essentially throw himself off to reach the floor. He was a lot better at doing that, now, 
considering he’d had plenty of practice from however many days he’s spent in here. 


He turned and studied the door in front of him with a frown. Tubbo had closed it behind him 
after he left that morning, normally they leave it open so Tommy could go use the bathroom, 
considering he hadn’t figured out how their damn doors work yet. So Tommy was, 
essentially, stuck inside. 


Well— 


He gave the area of wall next to the door a critical look. The aliens always waved a hand in 
front of that one spot, but it looked just like the rest of the wall. Smooth, soft gray, shining to 
the point that it almost reflected the light. 


Tommy reached out, running his fingertips over the surface. It didn’t feel any different from 
the rest of the wall, cool to the touch and almost without any texture whatsoever. Like a 
phone screen, but the whole wall felt like that. Similar to that of the holoframe and the tablet 
texture, but more solid than the see-through, barely there feel of glass that they had. 


Except— 


There was a seam, in the shape of a small rectangle, smaller than the palm of his hand. His 
nails, overgrown as they were, caught on the edge of it, and he paused. Tommy tilted his head 
and crouched down, inspecting it. 


The seam wasn’t visually apparent enough for him to see it very well, but he could certainly 
feel it. Tommy wiggled his nail a bit further into the edge and pulled. It hurt, his nails were so 
long at this point that they were weak, and he stopped before the nail itself broke. 


Tommy made a throaty noise, the noise he normally made when he was trying to get the 
aliens to fuck off. The little rumbling, growling noise. It startled him, just a bit, mostly 
because that was the first time he had heard himself make it without doing it on purpose. 


He really was like an animal, growling like the dog all the aliens treated him as. Hell, they 
had locked him in here when they presumably left the ship, like when they used a gate to 
keep Fran from going upstairs when they were all out of the house. 


No, no no no. Tommy wasn’t an animal. The aliens talk to him, let him respond to them, let 
him make choices. Sure, the tablet was a little like the talking boards that people gave for 
their dogs, he’d seen them on the internet, but it was still— it was still something. 


Tommy wasn’t an animal. He wasn t. 


He squeezed his eyes shut and bumped his head against the wall, harder than he had meant 
to. The brief, dull pain was practically nothing compared to everything that he’d been 
through recently, though. He could barely even feel it. 


Tommy wasn’t an animal. He wasn’t. He wasn’t. He was a person. 


He let his head thump into the wall again. And again. And again. Tommy barely even 
registered that it hurt, just trying to alleviate the writhing mess of— of whatever the fuck it 
was in his chest. Whether it was disgust or self-loathing or— or whatever. It didn’t matter. 


His breath shuddered, chest heaved, and something rational in the back of his mind distantly 
registered that he was having a panic attack. Tommy thought, with a bit more hysteria than 
was probably healthy, that his life for the past few months had practically been one giant 
panic attack, and he’d finally settled down into a semi-safe place only to start having them 
again. 


He knew how to calm himself down from panic attacks. Sam had taught him how only a 
couple weeks after he came to live with him. Tommy did it all the time back on earth. 


Tommy inhaled, taking a deep long breath and slowly exhaling while counting backwards 
from ten. By the time he reached one, his heartbeat had slowed slightly from its rapid 
fluttering, but he just repeated the process. And then again. By his fourth breath, he was 
feeling better. Calmer. 


He lifted his head from the wall and stared at the panel that his nails were still dug into. Well, 
there was only one way of getting out of here, wasn’t there? 


Tommy dug his fingernails further into the seam and yanked, barely flinching at the sudden, 
sharp pain that flooded from his fingertips. His nails cracked, he felt one snap from the strain, 
but a corner of the panel popped outward, enough for him to wrap his fingers around it and 
pull it open the rest of the way. 


It looked simple enough. Wiring, some kind of scanner, what looked like lights and batteries 
and a handful of other things as well. It was hard to tell what was what. Tommy wasn’t an 
engineer, or an electrician, or any of those things. The only thing he knew how to do was fix 
a car, and this was most definitely not a car. 


Tommy ignored his bleeding fingers and instead gently peeled back aa couple wires, looking 
at what looked like computer chips behind it. Tommy wasn’t exactly good at computers 


either, that was Sam. 


They were supposed to work on computers next, after the beater. Sam had promised to help 
him build a PC as a graduation present. 


Tommy cast the thought out of his mind as quickly as he could, trying to keep himself 
focused. If he wanted to go wander around then he had to focus. 


Well, randomly pulling out wires didn’t seem like a great plan, but at the moment it was the 
only plan that Tommy could come up with. Instead of doing that, though, he decided to 
inspect the scanner looking thing and see if he could figure out what that was about. 


It seemed like something that you would use to scan a fingerprint, or rather a handprint. It 
was certainly big enough to fit Wilbur’s hand, or Ranboo’s, and they both had stupidly long 
fingers which made for stupidly big hands. 


So it was some kind of handprint scanner. Tommy highly doubted that his print was in it, 
considering he didn’t know when they’d even have the time to scan his hand into their 
computer or system or something. He placed a hand on the scanner experimentally anyway, 
and sure enough, nothing happened. Tommy couldn’t say he was surprised. 


He could see where the scanner was installed, though. Could see the wires that powered it, 
could see how it was attached in with all of the rest of the parts. It had a oddly shaped 
trigonal bolt, one that clearly needed a specific tool, and one that Tommy most definitely 
didn’t have. 


Fuck. 


Tommy sat back on his legs with a defeated sigh. He didn’t want to go around pulling wires 
out and hope for the best. One, because it probably wouldn’t work, and two because if he 
pissed off the aliens enough, they would send him back to the cell. The place where he 
definitely couldn’t escape from. 


There wasn’t any other way he could get out of here from, was there? 


Tommy stood up and took a quick glance around the room, frowning. They wouldn’t just 
have one way in and one way out of every room, would they? That was an easy way to trap 
people, to stick them in a room and break the door controls. There had to be some other— 


Aha. 


He picked the tablet thing off of the floor and walked over to the other side of the room. 
There, up on the wall near the ceiling in between two of the medical beds. An air vent. One 
that looked just big enough that Tommy could probably squeeze into it. 


He placed his tablet on one of the beds, moving around to shove the other underneath the 
vent to stand on. The ceilings here were stupidly high— probably to fit big aliens like Techno 
and Ranboo and those Scaleface fucks. The bed was hard to move, but it wasn’t bolted into 
the floor or anything. It took a couple good shoves, but once he got it to move an inch, he 
was able to move it the rest of the way with little effort. 


Tommy clambered himself up onto the bed, his feet sinking into the weirdly soft yet firm 
mattress. Due to the height of the bed, he could reach the vent easily. 


It had no visible seam, like the panel he pried open over by the door, but Tommy could see 
where the gaps where the air flowed, and running his fingers over the wall allowed him to 
find the edge easily. 


The fingernails on his right hand were pretty much fucked, broken and bleeding with only his 
pinky finger’s completely intact. His left, however, were fine. 


Tommy dug the nails of his left hand into the seam and, just like before, yanked. He didn’t 
even flinch when his nails broke this time, just kept pulling until the edge had lifted enough 
for him to grab it with his fingers. This one was harder to pull, heavier, more stuck into the 
wall. It took more effort, and both hands, to get the vent cover off all of the way. 


Tommy let the cover clatter to the floor with a metallic bonging noise, much deeper and more 
echoing than he was expecting. But he didn’t pay much attention to it, instead peering into 
the dark vent shaft, the one that was, indeed, big enough to fit himself into. 


Before, on Earth, he probably would’ ve never been able to fit himself into it, it’d be too tight, 
and his claustrophobia had been much more severe. He still had his claustrophobia, and he 
loathed small spaces with every inch of his being, but spending months in a kennel too small 
for him to turn around in made him get used to being in a constant state of fear when he was 
in a small area. 


Plus, with all of the weight he’d lost since coming to space, he would fit in here a lot easier 
now than back then. It would still be tight, but he would fit. 


Tommy grabbed the tablet and pushed it into the vent first, watching it slide away, down the 
vent. The light glowing form the screen illuminated an empty vent shaft. 


He hauled himself up and slid into the vent, struggling for a moment to get in. His muscles 
have gotten weak, very weak, since he was on Earth. Being stuck in a kennel will do that to 
you, and being in a cell, while better and allowed him to move around, wasn’t much better. 


Tommy managed though. 


He shuffled forward until he was a bit further in the vent, and began to crawl. It was less of a 
crawl, actually, and more of a shimmying wiggle due to the narrow walls. Even despite the 
lingering panic, the irrational fear clawing at his throat of getting stuck in here, he couldn’t 
help but grin. He could help but feel a sense of victory. 


Take that, aliens. Tommy was not a dog, and he wouldn’t be stuck in a room when they 
weren’t here like one. 


Chapter End Notes 


man my upload schedule is just all over the place recently. my bad. 


why is it so damn hard to find something to eat around here 


Maybe rifling through the alien’s fridge looking for something to eat when he didn’t 
recognize hardly any of the food wasn’t Tommy’s... smartest plan, but fuck it. He was 
hungry. The only thing thing he did recognize were the gapples, and Tommy was not eating 
those, no thank you. 


How did he know this was the aliens fridge? Well, it was some kind of cabinet built into the 
wall and it was colder than the rest of the room, and it had some vaguely food shaped items 
in there. Plus, this area... kind of looked like a kitchen. It had slabs sticking out of the wall 
that could be cooking areas and other cabinet looking things in the walls with weirdly shaped 
pots and pans. 


But as for the rest of the food, Tommy didn’t know what they were. He was hungry though, 
and no one would put stuff that wasn’t food in a fridge with food in it. He was slightly 
concerned that some of this shit would make him sick, but he really hoped not. Tommy had 
had enough with being sick during his few days of hacking up blood, thank you. 


Tommy wasn’t concerned enough about getting sick to deter him from eating the alien food, 
though. 


There were some weird greenish berries that were roughly the size of blueberries that were 
fucking spicy, for some reason. And not even a good kind of spicy, like a “drinking hot sauce 
from a bottle” kind of spicy. The purple cheese stick looking thing was hard to chew and had 
a bitter, sour taste. There was some huge banana-looking fruits that were a vibrant red color 
with golden spots that, upon Tommy trying them, had a skin/peel half an inch thick and was 
so bitter he nearly spat it out. 


He was running out of safe options to choose from. The fridge was rather sparsely filled, and 
out of what was in there, most of it seemed to be meat. Tommy was a bit hesitant to try any of 
the meat considering he didn’t know if it was cooked or not, and he was not trying to get 

alien salmonella from eating raw meat. 


Where the hell were they keeping the salty fish jerky stuff they had been feeding him for 
ages? Even though Tommy was starting to get sick of it, he would rather eat that than get 
alien salmonella. At least it tasted better than the purple chewy shit they had been giving him 
for his first couple of weeks here. 


Tommy shifted his weight so he could shove past some jars in the back of the fridge, hoping 
to find something other than meat. His ankle twinged in protest, and he was very quickly 
reminded by his body that dropping from a twelve foot high vent shaft in the ceiling had not 
been his brightest decision today. His bruised tailbone and gently throbbing right ankle were 
clear signs of that. 


His efforts in looking for anything else were fruitless, it seemed, as there was nothing behind 
the jars. He didn’t know what was in the jars, though, different colored liquids with different 
kinds of consistencies, none of them looking particularly appealing. 


He groaned in frustration, shutting the fridge with a slam. Tommy took a quick glance around 
the kitchen, looking for... something. Whether a second fridge or some kind of pantry, but 
there wasn’t anything. He’d already opened all the cabinets, the fridge was the only one that 
had anything that looked like food in it. 


The aliens better be back soon. Tommy was hungry, and he couldn’t find any fucking food. 


There was a thump coming from behind him, and Tommy rolled his eyes. Speak of the 
goddamn devil and he shall appear. 


He turned and found Wilbur staring at him with something that Tommy assumed was shock, 
though he was still trying to figure out what emotions looked like on each of the different 
aliens. The spines at the sides of his face were pointed straight up, his tail still and his eyes 
blinking several times in a row. His hair was disheveled, his clothes wrinkled like he’d been 
sleeping. 


Maybe he had, and Tommy’s rummaging had woken him up. 


Tommy glanced over at his tablet thing, left on one of the counter things not far away and 
crossed the room over to it. Wilbur’s gaze followed him, but he didn’t say a word until 
Tommy picked it up. 


“How did you...?” Wilbur asked, trailing off when Tommy glanced up at him. 


Tommy pointed up at the vent in this room, on the wall low to the ground. He had hopped out 
of the vent shafts at the first opening he saw, which had been in some... bedroom, from the 
ceiling. He didn’t know whose it was, but it had landed hard and hadn’t felt the need to snoop 
in one of the alien’s bedrooms. 


“The vents?” Wilbur said, sounding skeptical. “Why didn’t you just open the door?” 


Tommy scowled. Like he hadn’t thought of that. The stupid doors didn’t open for him. He 
told Wilbur this as best as he could with his tablet. “No can open. Bad. Leave different 
option,” the feminine voice of his tablet said. 


“Right, we haven’t programmed you in the system yet.” One of Wilbur’s hands came up and 
rubbed at his eyes, an action that seemed so familiar. Mostly because of how human it was. 
“T’ll do that later. What are you doing in here?” 


“Hungry eat.” Tommy pressed the buttons almost immediately after Wilbur had finished 
speaking. “I go look.” 


“Tubbo didn’t bring you anything to eat before they left?” 


“No.” 


“Shit,” Wilbur said, simply. The alien stared in the direction of the fridge for a few moments, 
an odd look on his face. “Okay. I'll make you something really quick.” The alien, to 
Tommy’s surprise, walked past the fridge and into the the corner, along a seemingly normal 
wall. 


Of fucking course the wall opened into a cabinet, one that Tommy hadn’t checked because 
there wasn’t a seam there like with the rest of the cabinets. Fuck him. 


Wilbur pulled out a few things from this new cabinet, one that stretched practically from the 
floor to the ten foot tall ceiling. All of it looked to be in airtight bags, like it had been vacuum 
sealed or some shit like that. Meat, fruit, vegetables, whatever it was. 


“T don’t know what you want, and we’re still not sure on what all you can eat, but these 
should be safer than what you’ll find in the cooling unit,” Wilbur said as he started laying 
some stuff on the counter. “These have less of a chance of carrying a disease you could 
catch.” 


Tommy inched forward to watch as Wilbur grabbed a slab of what looked like wood and 
opened one of the bags, pouring some of its contents onto the wooden slab. It was an inch 
thick at least, and looked to be the size of a baking tray. 


The contents of the bag were even stranger, small round objects roughly the size of a bouncy 
ball clattering on the slab like they were made of marble. They were a rich, deep blue color 
and looked hard as rocks. Tommy snatched one off of the tray while Wilbur was trying to 
open another bag of something else, experimentally trying to bite into it. Sharp pain flooded 
through his teeth the moment they made contact with it, and Tommy promptly spat it back 
into his hand, his other one flying up to cradle his jaw. 


Wilbur made a little screeching noise and Tommy flinched away, promptly dropping the blue 
thing and taking several steps back. 


It already felt like he couldn’t breathe, like he was choking on water that wasn’t there. 
Tommy tried to push back the quickly mounting panic with little success, and his hands were 
shaking so bad that he was in danger of dropping the tablet thing. 


Wilbur took notice of this and turned, ear-spikes flattening. “Hey... hey...” Wilbur said, soft 
and low, like comforting a scared animal. Which, Tommy supposed, he technically was in 
this instance. That thought only made him panic more, because he wasn’t an animal, he 
wasn’t an animal, he didn’t want to be an animal. “It’s okay. You’re okay. You’re not in any 
danger.” 


Tommy could barely think, could barely process what Wilbur was saying to him because 
thinking was hard. Panic and primal fear drummed through his veins and creeped around his 
throat, squeezing at his windpipe. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t breathe. 


Hands, slimy yet warm and smooth with scales, wrapped around his wrists, and Tommy 
nearly jumped out of his skin. He jerked backwards, the tablet slipping from his fingers, but 
he barely noticed. 


His first instinct was to lash out, to fight and kick and scream, even though he knew it 
wouldn’t do anything. Even though he knew it was hopeless. They were just going to 
Tommy didn’t want to be drowned again, he didn’t, he didn’t— 


Tommy made a choked noise when he was abruptly pulled forward, head forcefully tucked 
into the crook of a shoulder. One massive, long-fingered hand pinned his wrists together and 
the other kept his head still, pressed against warm skin. It took him a moment for his brain to 
reboot, fear still pumping in his veins, because he was trapped, they were going to hurt him 
again. He didn’t want to get hurt again. 


A throaty, musical noise came from the chest of the person he was being pinned against, and 
it made him pause. He blinked as the noise continued, vibrating like the purring noise Pig 
made that one time. It was... kind of soothing. Just odd enough to be confusing, to ebb the 
panic if only slightly. His heart still pounded in his chest, fear still ensnaring his lungs and 
throat, but he could breathe. He could breathe. He wasn’t being drowned, he was being... 
held. 


Tommy made a low questioning noise in his throat, suddenly aware of the tears streaming 
down his face and how hard he was trembling. That was— that— that’d been another panic 
attack. Probably. One of the worst ones Tommy had ever had, and Wilbur was the one who 
had pulled him out of it. 


Well, not completely. Tommy could still feel it, itching at his brain, lacing his nerves and 
curled around his spine. The panic, the fear, it was still there, threatening to set him off again 


at a moment’s notice. 


He inhaled shakily, slumping into Wilbur’s arms with a sigh. He could feel Wilbur breathe, 
could feel each inhale and exhale and the little flutter of his own hair when Wilbur’s breath 
feathered over it. Could practically feel the noise Wilbur was making, kind of sounding like a 
cross between birdsong and a cat’s meow, if the meow was one continuous noise that 
fluctuated in pitch. A heavy weight suddenly settled around his waist, something spiky poked 
into his skin, but not enough to hurt. Wilbur’s tail. 


Slowly, very slowly, the irrational fear, the panic, started to fade. With Tommy actually aware 
of it now and not fighting Wilbur, he could do the breathing exercises Sam had taught him. 
He could think rationally, could try to work himself out of the panic attack, and he did. 
Though... trying to ease himself out of it took longer than he was used to, longer than his 
other panic attack earlier had. 


Wilbur seemed to notice the change in Tommy’s breathing pattern, or maybe he just made an 
assumption about his body language. Either way, the almost-restraining grip around his wrists 
loosened, and Wilbur took his hand away from Tommy’s head, no longer pinning him. 


Tommy let himself lean up against Wilbur for another moment, two, before he eased 
backwards. Gently tugging his wrists out of Wilbur’s grip, he bent down and picked up the 
tablet that had fallen. Wilbur’s tail fell from around Tommy’s waist, swishing lightly from 
side to side. 


The fallen tablet looked perfectly intact, not a scratch on it, all things considered. It flickered 
on, and Tommy was met with the now familiar screen with words on them. The word that he 
was looking for wasn’t one he used often, but he could read the language well enough that it 
took barely a glance for him to find it. 


“Apologies,” the tablet said pleasantly. 


“You've got nothing to apologize for, I promise,” Wilbur said, sounding unbothered, if not 
slightly miffed. “You got scared. Everyone gets scared, I understand.” 


Wilbur turned away, picking up one of the hard blue marble looking things off of the slab. 
Tommy had almost forgotten about them. 


“You were eating them wrong,” Wilbur explained, using his claw to punch a hole into the 
marble. He pulled at the oversized marble, and with a crackling noise like wood splintering, 
the dark blue part of it split into two halves, revealing a soft pinkish color on the inside. 
“See? You eat the inside.” He scooped out a chunk of the pink part and held it out towards 
Tommy. 


Tommy grabbed the pink, finding it to be kind of slimy and sticky. He gave it an 
experimental lick, and it tasted pleasantly salty yet also sweet, like a chocolate covered 
pretzel or potato chip. He stuck the whole piece of... whatever it was in his mouth, it’s 
texture rather soft, like a cross between a peach and an avocado. 


It was probably the best thing that any of the aliens had fed him in however long he’d been 
up here. 


Tommy grabbed for one of the halves of the... fruit? That Wilbur was holding and scooped 
the rest of the pink-colored inside out to promptly put in his mouth. 


Wilbur made a quiet little screeching noise, the same one as before, that made Tommy flinch. 
It instantly cut off a second later, followed by an odd cough. “So you, uh,” Wilbur said 
awkwardly. “You like that one, I take it?” 


“Good yes.” Tommy practically smacked the tablet in his enthusiasm, not even bothering to 
glance at the screen. “I like more please.” 


“Okay, okay,” another softer, quieter screech. Much softer, and cut off just a second after it 
started like the last one. A static filled his right ear, and then— a laugh. A translated laugh. 


Oh. 


That how Wilbur laughed. He remembered that. The screeching, the odd one that kind of 
sounded like a hyena, stopping and starting and stuttering. The other bony alien, the one that 
was the same species as Wilbur, it made that sound when he was being drowned. It was 
laughing at him while he drowned. 


But Wilbur wasn’t doing that. Wilbur was just... giggling. Or just laughing in general. He 
wasn’t trying to freak Tommy out, he was just... doing something natural. Something 
everyone did. 


Tommy was having panic attacks over Wilbur’s laugh, and Wilbur knew that, and was 
actively trying to suppress it. 


Fucking hell. 


Tommy felt guilty for that, guilty for being irrationally panicked just over some... noise. One 
that was likely natural for Wilbur’s species to make and if it was being translated as a laugh, 
then it was a positive response. Wilbur was trying to stop himself from making it just because 
Tommy was freaking out over it. 


He sighed, biting his lip and keeping his gaze trained on the floor for a moment. He would 
just have to... keep himself calm when Wilbur made the noise. Surely. If he kept himself 
calm and didn’t panic, then Wilbur would be more comfortable with making that noise when 
Tommy was around him, and that way Tommy wasn’t inconveniencing anyone. 


Tommy would feel really shitty if someone he was around burst into tears every time he 
laughed. Hell, he would probably suppress laughter at all costs if that was the case. He felt 
worse now knowing that he was the person bursting into tears, making Wilbur think that he 
had to stop laughing just to make sure Tommy didn’t freak out. 


He took a breath, and then reached forward to snag one of the fruits again, rolling it between 
his fingers. The shell was smooth, kinda. There were little bumps, like goosebumps on skin, 
and tiny, almost imperceptible hairs. Wilbur was silent, and Tommy could feel his eyes on 
him, watching, waiting. 


This wasn’t an intelligence test, at least it didn’t feel like one. Wilbur had already shown him 
how to do it, if Tommy had inch-long claws that could puncture through what felt like solid 


rock. If Wilbur had given this to him in an attempt to see how quickly he figured out how to 
open it, this was one shitty way of doing it. 


Tommy squeezed the fruit experimentally, finding, expectedly, little-to-no give from the 
shell, or skin, or whatever it was, even when he clenched his fist as hard as he could. It was 
no bigger than an egg, but harder than egg. 


Could it be cracked like one? 


Tommy palmed the fruit and held it up close to his face, eyeing it suspiciously. If he had a 
knife, all of this would be much, much easier. Or, y’ know, Wilbur’s stupidly long claws. 


Oh well, crack it like an egg it is. 


Tommy turned to the counter and smashed the hard-shelled fruit on the edge, wincing guiltily 
as peach colored juice shot out of the now thoroughly squished fruit. The dark blue shell had 
cracked into a dozen or more pieces, just like an egg’s would, but thankfully the fruit inside 
was much more solid than an egg yolk, so it remained in his hand. The shell was now 
sticking to the fruit in jagged pieces, though, so maybe cracking it that hard hadn’t been his 
best idea. 


Wilbur burst into laughter, this time his transmitter actually caught up and translated in a 
decent time. Tommy heard a screech for only a second before the static fixed the noise into 
something more human. It didn’t stop Wilbur from smothering it soon after it started though. 


“Well that’s one way of doing it,” Wilbur said, sounding amused. 


“Not all of us have knives on our hands,” Tommy snapped back, annoyed, but he was 
grinning. “Long-fingered prick.” 


Wilbur mimicked his smile hesitantly, the corners of his mouth stretching too-wide and with 
too-many too-sharp teeth. All those razor sharp fangs scared him, once. He didn’t care that 
much anymore. 


“Here.” Wilbur leaned over a second later, pulling the tablet in front of Tommy on the 
counter. “Why don’t you show me what you know while I make you a few other things?” The 
alien expertly peeled off the shards of cracked shell off off the fruit and placed the smushed 
bit on the slab of wood. 


“T’m not a kid with a homework assignment, Wilbur,” Tommy complained, but grabbed the 
tablet to angle more towards himself anyway. 


It was then that Wilbur’s eyes landed on Tommy’s hands, the way his fingertips were crusty 
and red from the blood that had leaked from Tommy’s broken fingernails. The spikes behind 
Wilbur’s ears shot up to attention, and the alien made a low, almost sad sound. 


“What did you do to your hands?” Wilbur demanded, suddenly grabbing for said hands and 
inspecting the blood on his fingers. He looked worried, sounded like it too. “Why didn’t you 
tell me you were hurt?” 


“Wilbur—” Tommy tried to protest, before remembering that the alien wasn’t likely to 
understand him. He needed his hands to use the tablet, and his hands were currently 
preoccupied. He gave a frustrated sigh. “I’m not even bleeding anymore, big man. Come on. 
It doesn’t even hurt.” 


That part... may have been a lie. It did sting a little bit, but it was barely anything compared 
to the agony he had been through just on the other ship. It did hurt, but hardly, and Wilbur 
didn’t need to know that anyhow. 


Tommy was ignored though, as usual, due to the fact that he wasn’t able to be understood. 


“Come on, let’s get you back to the medbay,” Wilbur urged, tugging lightly on Tommy’s 
wrist. “You don’t look to be bleeding anymore but I don’t want you to pick up a pathogen 
that the one of us are carrying unknowingly again. It’s too dangerous for you to be walking 
around with an open wound uncovered, Toh-me.” 


“You’re almost as bad as Phil,” Tommy complained. “Wilburrrrrr.” 


Wilbur continued to ignore Tommy, tugging on his wrist again. “Here, I’ll bring the nuts so 
you can eat while I clean you up,” Wilbur continued, letting go of Tommy with one hand to 
brush the hard blue things back into the bag that they came from. “Grab the holotab.” 


Dammit. Tommy had just gotten out of the medbay and now they were sticking him back in it 
again. He grumbled in protest, but grabbed the tablet anyway and allowed Wilbur to tug him 
along, out of the kitchen and back into the hallway. 


finally i get to see the stars 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Sam hadn’t known what he expected when he opened the front door to find a police officer 
on his doorstep. 


Maybe another update on Tommy’s case that wasn’t an update at all, more just them telling 
him that they still couldn’t find anything. Maybe another report of Hannah getting into a fight 
at school. Maybe another report of Boomer being found skipping school. 


He hadn’t known what to expect. 


This past year had been more than just rough, even if Tommy had only been missing for nine 
months. Less than nine months, if you were to think about it technically, but still. 


Nine months of nothing. Of no leads, of no bodies, no nothing. Just an empty car on the side 
of the road, a phone left behind, and no sign of a struggle. If not for the blood splatter on the 
asphalt, it would almost be like Tommy had just... disappeared. Vanished into thin air. 


Ponk and Sam’s wedding was supposed to be two months ago, but they ended up cancelling 
the whole thing and doing a simple courthouse wedding on the planned day, with the kids’ as 
witnesses. Even then, Tommy’s absence left a bitter and somber taste to the whole thing. 


Alex’s graduation had an empty seat. Hannah and Boomer both dropped out of their self- 
defense courses. George nearly lost his brand new job because of all of the days he took off 
to come stay with them. Hannah went from a 3.6 GPA in middle school to barely passing her 
freshman classes. Boomer wasn’t even passing his. 


Sam couldn’t find it in himself to lecture them about their grades, not with Tommy gone. Not 
when they had every right to be struggling, 


Tommy’s room had been sealed off. An empty tomb of everything that Tommy had left 
behind. Ponk had helped him pack up everything in the house that was Tommy’s and put it in 
there a few months ago. “Just until he can make it back,” Ponk had promised. “Then we’ll 
unpack it.” 


Five months later and it still sat there, in boxes, on Tommy’s still unmade bed. 


Ponk had moved in shortly after Tommy disappeared, trying to help in any way he could. 
Though that mostly entailed cooking, because the twins like Ponk’s cooking more than 
Sam’s. Not that he blamed them. He had the unfortunate habit from his mother of getting too 
anxious about over-seasoning food that he always ended up under-seasoning it. 


Ponk being in the house helped him, helped keep the peace between a fragile and fracturing 
family in the wake of Tommy’s disappearance. Tommy had been their glue, their tie that kept 
everyone together and laughing and not at odds all the time. Ponk was... somewhat trying to 
assume that role, but it just wasn’t the same. 


One of his kids disappeared, was presumably kidnapped, and now the other four were pulling 
away from him and each other. 


Sam hadn’t seen or heard from George in at least four months, after a fight between them. 
Sam couldn’t even remember what it had been about, now, just that it had escalated quickly, 
and it ended with a door slammed shut and dozens of read text messages from Sam’s part and 
him never getting a response from his oldest son. 


The twins, who were so close from their experiences in foster care that they occasionally 
slept in the same room despite each having their own, now barely spoke more than a few 
words to each other. 


Everything was crumbling between his fingers, and— 


And the knowledge that the authorities were closing Tommy’s case was only going to make it 
worse. 


That was what the police officer who had come to his door had announced. That due to the 
lack of leads, they were going to halt the active investigation. The officer had spouted 
something about how they would still be looking into anything that come up, and they 
weren’t “closing” the case, just pausing it. It was all a bunch of bullshit. 


They were giving up on Tommy. 


Sam couldn’t— he just couldn’t do that. The police were giving up on Tommy, but he 
couldn’t. Not yet. He couldn’t just give up on his son. He couldn’t. 


He knew the chances of Tommy being alive, he knew them. If missing people aren’t found in 
the first three days after their disappearance, their chances of being found drop significantly. 
Their chances of being found alive dropped even lower, and would continue to decrease the 
longer it went on. Nine months after Tommy’s original disappearance, the odds of him being 
alive... 


Sam knew the odds. But he couldn’t give up hope. Not yet. 


He couldn’t do anything to find him, though. Couldn’t do anything to try and find his son. He 
wouldn’t even know where to start, how to start, where to look. Sam was helpless. 


All he could do was try to hold a fracturing family together with a fragile piece of rope in the 
hopes that Tommy was out there. That Tommy was trying to get back to them. That his son 
would be back, and that everything might be able to go back to normal. 


That didn’t mean the odds of that ever happening were any good. 


Sam was stuck, stood here in Tommy’s doorway. Staring at an empty, untouched room that 
hadn’t had a foot step into it in months. He could picture Tommy, that night. Laying on his 
bed with his laptop on his lap and headphones stuffed in his ears. Calm, and at ease, 
completely unaware of what would happen in the next few hours. 


If only he hadn’t asked Tommy to go pick up the twins. 


Sam dragged a hand down his face, felt the tears leaking from his eyes. He cried silently, as 
he always had, even though today there wasn’t anyone in the house to hear him. The twins— 
who knew where they were. They were supposed to be at school but likelihood of them 
actually being there was slim at best. Ponk was on a long shift at the hospital and wouldn’t be 
home for another six hours. 


No one was here to hear him cry, but he did it anyway. Shoulders shaking and anguish in his 
chest, but he couldn’t make a single fucking sound. 


Tommy was gone. 


His son was gone. Likely dead. 


And Sam was sobbing silently into his hand in the doorway of his missing son’s bedroom. 


How the hell was he going to tell the rest of his kids? How was he going to tell them that 
their brother, who had been missing for nine months, was probably dead? How was he going 
to tell them that they were likely never going to see Tommy again? 


So Sam cried, let out all the tears that he saved for only times he was alone in the house. He 
let them pour our in grief because his son was gone. His son was gone. 


His son was dead. 


“Philza.” 


Phil turned toward Toh-me, feathers twitching slightly. “What’s up mate?” he asked, tilting 
his head. 


Toh-me was laying cradled in one of the cushions of the common room with a few different 
colored blankets thrown over him, looking rather comfortable. His eyes were half-closed, and 
he kept stretching open his mouth to bare his teeth, making an odd noise, before shutting it 
again. Phil wasn’t exactly sure what the gesture meant, but he could only assume it was a 
positive one. 


There were a mishmash of places to sit in the common room of the ship. Phil himself 
preferred the small makeshift nest in the corner. Tubbo liked the enclosed basket that hung 
from the ceiling. Wilbur liked to curl up in the nook that was in one of the walls. Techno was 
a fan of the same cushions Toh-me had thrown himself on. Ranboo cycled between the 
cushions, the nook, and Phil’s nest depending on his mood, though he was unlikely to be 
found in the common room anyway, preferring his own room that he shared with Tubbo 
instead. 


Toh-me had yet to show a preference to any of the seating arrangements during his 
supervised visits out of the medbay. He had tried to climb into Tubbo’s basket once, but 


considering it was raised higher than Tommy was able to reach and was hard enough to open 
from the outside anyways, he seemed to give up on it entirely. 


They had made quite a bit of progress with Toh-me since Wilbur had first found him in the 
kitchen a few cycles ago, roaming around looking for something to eat while the phant was 
asleep and the rest of the crew were in Kinoko’s trade markets, looking for supplies. 
Apparently, due to his inability to open doors, Toh-me had crawled through the vents to 
escape the medbay, seemingly dropping from the vent in the ceiling of Techno’s room. 


How in Nethira the terran chick was able to fall from that height and not severely hurt 
himself was beyond Phil, but it was safe to say that they let Toh-me roam throughout the ship 
now, though supervised. 


The common room, with its albeit much more comfortable laying areas than the medbay, was 
where Toh-me liked to be. He in fact had taken all his bedding from the medbay and would 
migrate to and from different lounging spots at the end of cycles when it was time to sleep. 


Wilbur would stay with Toh-me at night. Since his species required much less sleep than the 
rest of them, he would stay up at night to ensure Toh-me wasn’t wandering off and getting 
himself into danger again, and would get his sleep after the rest of them woke up, usually 
awaking himself before the second meal of the cycle. 


Toh-me took his meals with them too now, which was a new occurrence. Tubbo and Ranboo 
had been hesitant at first with allowing him to try new foods, citing the fact that other than 
the information from the poacher’s ship, they had no idea what food would harm him or not. 


So far, what they have fed Toh-me has resulted in no adverse effects. Other than endrian 
chorus fruit, which seemed to make Toh-me both more hyperactive and grumpy at the same 
time. When Techno later caught the terran chick later vomiting out the chorus fruit, they 
quickly took note of this and kept it out of the meals they gave him. 


Toh-me had a particularly liking of the elytrian lukvu seeds Wilbur had given him, and Phil 
had been mildly excited at the news. Only mildly. Was it exciting that Toh-me’s favorite food 
so far was something from his own planet? Yes. Was he being overly enthusiastic about that 
fact? No, shut up Wilbur. And you too Techno. 


“How look out?” Toh-me’s fingers were sluggish to press the buttons on the holotab’s screen, 
and even then Toh-me wasn’t even looking the screen. It really showed how quickly he was 
getting used to the layout and the different words he had available. 


“How look out?” Phil asked, the question quite honestly stumping him for a moment. “I uh... 
I use my eyes mate. To look at things. Just like you do.” 


“No,” Toh-me said simply, and quickly. His forehead wrinkled a little. “How look out 
where?” 


“How look out where,” Phil repeated, quietly, as he pondered what the question was trying to 
mean. He was drawing a blank, really. “I’m... I’m not sure I know what that one means, 
mate.” 


Toh-me made a frustrated little grumpy noise, quiet and soft so that it was almost cute. Phil’s 
wings fluffed up protectively without his control, and he had to force the feathers to lay flat 
again. 


Toh-me pulled the holotab closer to his face and blinked slowly at the screen for a few 
moments before continuing. “You go out and walk,” the holotab said as Toh-me pressed the 
buttons. “You leave for out. How look out? I want look out.” 


How look out. How look out. I want look out. This was the problem with Toh-me not having 
a complete grasp on the language. While the holotab was certainly useful and was a huge 
improvement over Toh-me not being able to communicate at all, it was still limited in what 
words they could give him and how he could use them. 


How look out. 


Oh. 


Oh Phil was stupid. 


“You want to look outside?” he guessed, and judging based off the way Toh-me’s eyes 
immediately brightened when the words left his mouth, he was correct. 


“Yes.” Toh-me practically slammed his hand onto the button on the holotab’s screen. “Yes. 
Yes.” 


Phil really should have guessed that earlier. When was the last time Toh-me had seen 
anything other than the inside of a starship? He’d been breathing filtered, sterilized air for 
who knew how long, and only recently had been let out of the containment cell. 


It wasn’t surprising that he wanted to see what else was out there, having spent all his time in 
a cage. The only exterior windows were in the sleeping rooms and on the bridge, and the 
ones in sleeping rooms were normally kept closed unless there was someone actively using 
them. 


Phil twitched his feathers, trying to prevent them from fluffing up again. “Follow me,” he 
said, making his way towards the door. 


Toh-me didn’t wait to be told twice, practically throwing his blankets off of him and pushing 
himself to his feet in his rush to follow after Phil. Even despite Toh-me being a bit bigger 
than Phil, he couldn’t help but compare Toh-me’s excitement to that of an elytrian chick. 


The walk to the bridge was short, and Toh-me didn’t protest when Phil kept one week draped 
over his shoulders in order to lightly guide him in the right direction whenever he got too 
excited. 


It was worth it, though. To see the look on his face when they entered the bridge. 


The bridge was at the very front of the ship, transparent walls on three sides with the 
instruments and information projected onto them. He only had to do a couple swipes to 
condense it away, though, so Toh-me could see outside clearly. 


They were still docked to Kinoko’s main orbiting station. The Esbiai, while perfectly capable 
of flying down to a normal planet’s surface and escaping its gravity, Kinoko was a bit tricky. 
While technically a planet, it was also a moon orbiting a nearby gas giant that interfered with 
escaping the gravity of them both. 


It took more fuel to escape the dual planet’s gravity than it was worth, so Kinoko built a 
docking station with smaller transport ships that carried passengers from the planet’s surface 
to the station and vice versa. 


Toh-me didn’t seem to care that he wasn’t on a planet that he was able to look at, though. 


The terran chick ran for the transparent wall and pressed his hands against it, staring out 
silently. Kinoko took up most of the view, an admittedly gorgeous planet. With most of the 
fauna being colored in reds, purples, golds, and off-whites, it contrasted the vast blue seas 
well. It also had brilliant cloud formations due to its unique wind patterns. 


Pair that with the softer, swirling blues and lavenders of Kinoko’s gas giant that were just in 
view and the darkness of space just behind it, it was truly a gorgeous view. 


Toh-me certainly seemed to think so, completely enraptured with staring outside at it. Phil 
couldn’t see the little terran’s expressions, but he could tell that Toh-me was enjoying it. 


Slowly, as to not spook him, Phil stepped closer to Toh-me. He didn’t react at all, too 
preoccupied with the window. He took another step, nothing, and another. 


Toh-me didn’t flinch or pull away, or even react whatsoever when Phil wrapped a cautious 
wing around the little terran. His feathers brushed against Toh-me’s back, the length of them 
causing Toh-me to nearly be swamped in the shining black plumage. 


Toh-me didn’t seem to be angered by this, even if it was not like the gentle guiding Phil was 
doing earlier. In fact, Toh-me seemed to step closer to Phil’s side, tucking himself further into 
the wing like it didn’t bother him. Like he didn’t mind it. Like he liked it. 


Phil fluffed up his feathers, on purpose this time, and crooned a soft, low noise. Toh-me 
didn’t react to that either, though he did bare his teeth in the positive expression terrans used. 


Toh-me said something in his own language, something that Phil didn’t know the meaning of, 
without looking over at him. It was a short word, two syllables slightly pitched upward at the 
end. 


Phil didn’t know what it meant, but it seemed to be positive. He would take that as a win. 


Chapter End Notes 


ha. happy birthday to me ig 


breaking that damned communication barrier 


Tommy tended to keep the tablet away from the table when they were eating to be polite, and 
because he didn’t want to get food on it like some sloppy, spoiled five year old at a 
restaurant. It was never an official rule at Sam’s house to not have your phone at the dinner 
table, but it was unspoken that if they were all eating together, than phones stayed in your 
pocket. 


On the alien ship, every meal seemed to be taken together, and Tommy did the polite thing by 
keeping his tablet away from the table when they were eating. 


It did have its downsides, though, like when he wanted to join in on conversation. Or try to 
start one. It was something easy to get past, though, even if it was annoying at times. 


Like this one. 


They wouldn’t always give him the same food as them, probably in an attempt to keep him 
from getting sick off of something that they gave him. That had only happened once, though, 
some weird fruit that hadn’t made an appearance on his plate since Techno caught him 
vomiting it up a few hours after eating it. 


This was... dinner. Or at least the alien equivalent of it. Tommy, like all of his meals, just 
simply sat there while the others talked, discussing leaving a place called “kinoko” because 
they picked up another job. Maybe “kinoko” was the planet that Phil had shown him when he 
asked to look outside. Whatever. 


He was getting kind of sick of not having an input in conversations at the table, even if his 
contribution to some of them would just be a dozen questions to clarify what they were 
talking about. Some of those talks, though, were funny as fuck, and Tommy wanted to 
participate in them but couldn’t. 


So Tommy was getting just a tad fed up with all of this by now, and he was starting to form 
an idea of what to do to in his mind. He couldn’t speak the alien language, not yet at least, 
because the translator in his head switched their words to English before he could hear them 
correctly in Alien. Without the ability to pronounce their words, he wasn’t going to be able to 
be understood without the tablet. 


So. The logical next step would be to turn off the translator. 


At least for brief periods at a time, where he could learn from the tablet how to speak their 
words. He already had the layout of the tablet memorized, and which button made which 
word be said. Tommy would be able to press a button on the tablet, hear the word that was 
said and actually understand it because he knew its English equivalent already. 


And, even if he did somehow forget which word was what, he could always reed them and 
find out. He was pretty sure that he had almost the entire Alien alphabet memorized now, and 
he could read it partially. Sure, his “reading” of the language was associating the letters with 
English ones and assuming they were equivalent, but it worked out, at least for the most part. 
A lot of words that had common letters in English had common letters in Alien as well, so he 
wasn’t terribly far off even if he was wrong. 


Dinner was over with quickly, what with Tommy finishing before the others and without an 
ability to speak, kind of just stared off into the distance. From his perspective, it was rather 
short, though with the amount of time he looses when he kind of just... zones out, it could’ve 
been much longer than he thought. 


One moment, he was finishing his food with everyone else halfway through their plates, and 
the next, his plate was being taken from in front of him and everyone was seeming to be 
cleaning up. Time got funny like that when he was out of it. 


A hand brushed gently over his shoulders, and Tommy was able to bring himself back in a bit 
more because of it. He blinked and shook his head, trying to clear out his thoughts, before 
tilting his head up towards the one responsible. 


Not that it was hard. Tubbo wasn’t much taller than him when Tommy was sitting down. 


“You okay, bossman?” Tubbo asked, an edge of concern in his voice that Tommy couldn’t 
place. 


“Mm,” Tommy grunted, batting away Tubbo’s hand and getting unsteadily out of his chair. 
“I’m fine. Not that you can understand that. Hold on.” It was only a few steps to where the 
tablet lay on a nearby shelf. He turned it on and pressed the buttons he wanted in a way that 
almost felt disinterested. “Yes. I fine. Gratitude.” 


“Are you sure?” Tubbo said, that worry still very much present in his tone. And in his face. 
Tommy was getting better at reading the different aliens’ facial expressions. “I know you 
prefer not to talk during meals, but you seemed a bit more quiet today. Are you sure you’re 
alright?” 


Tommy was fine. Probably. Sure. What he was trying to figure out was how the hell he was 
going to be able to convey to Tubbo that he wanted to turn the translator off, and convince 


him to do it. 


He let out a little hum, only to quickly cut it off when he saw the startled and confused look 
that Tubbo instantly gave him when he made that noise. Okay. Whatever. No humming then. 
Got it. He could do that. 


“Turn off.” Tommy pressed the buttons on the tablet, though there was no word specifically 
that he could use to signify the implant, so he just glanced up at Tubbo. kind of hopelessly, 
with a shrug. 


Tubbo stared back, his huge, dark eyes glittering in the lights of the ship like two massive 8- 
balls set into his head. That was a bit of a funny comparison, actually. 


“...Turn off,” Tubbo said back to him, slowly. 


“Turn off.” 


“Okay...” Tubbo said, sounding confused. “Yeah, I don’t know what the fuck that’s supposed 
to mean. Are you tired? Do you want us to turn down the lights early for you?” 


Tommy grunted, a frustrated little noise that Tubbo didn’t even blink at. Though, Tommy was 
pretty sure he had never seen Tubbo blink at anything. He was just a very unblinkable person. 
Which was definitely a thing. Mhm. An unblinkable person. What a completely normal and 
average thing to call someone. 


It was true though. 


“No. Turn off,” Tommy said again, this time more insistent. He scanned the words available 
to him, and carefully began to put something together that might make sense. Maybe. “Turn 
off Tommy.” The tablet sti// pronounced his name weird, like the way the aliens did. “Turn 
off hear. Tommy understand you. Learn.” 


Tubbo stared at him blankly for a moment. “You... you want me to turn off your translator?” 
he guessed. 


“Yes.” Tommy practically slammed his hand down on the tablet in his eagerness to press the 
button. He had no idea how Tubbo managed to guess that from that string of nonsense he had 
to use, but he wasn’t going to question it. He sure as hell wouldn’t have been able to figure 
that out if their rolls had been reversed. 


“But then you won’t be able to understand us.” Tubbo somehow seemed only more confused 
than before. “Or your holotab. Why do you want to turn it off?” 


“T learn,” Tommy repeated himself with the buttons, thankfully not having to deal with the 
weird third-person crap he had done before. “I learn you. I hear, no understand, yes hear. 
Listen. Learn you.” 


“Learn me,” Tubbo echoed thoughtfully, mandibles clicking together. “Learn me... hm. 
Learn my language? Er, our language?” 


“How the he// did you guess that,” Tommy said, disbelieving, but pressed the button for 
“yes” anyhow. Whatever. 


“You need the translator turned off to be able to learn our language,” Tubbo said, slowly, but 
slowly sounding more excited. “Okay, okay I can— we can do that. For short periods. Ill 
teach you.” 


“Yes.” Tommy pressed the button again. 


“Do you want to start now?” Tubbo’s wings buzzed, and he stepped forward. “We can start 
now. I’Il teach you things from the tablet first, and— and we’ll go from there. Is that okay?” 


“Yes.” 


“Okay, okay.” Tubbo sounded like he was barely able to contain his excitement, and if he 
were human, Tommy could practically picture him bouncing off the walls and grinning like a 
maniac. Fingers wrapped around his wrist and tugged sharply, pulling him towards the door. 


Tommy went along with it, letting himself be dragged to wherever Tubbo was planning on 
taking him to. He had long since gotten used to just following whatever the aliens did, not 
because he had to, but because it almost felt like they were trying to make him feel more 
comfortable with them. Like how they started bringing him to the table to eat with them, that 
had started just like this did. 


So he followed, let himself be guided out of the dining room area, into the maze of hallways 
that he still had trouble navigating sometimes. The specific hallway that he was pulled down, 
however, he felt like he had never actually seen before. It sloped at an angle, seemingly 
spiraling down like a ramp. There wasn’t a single door that lined the halls, just smooth gray 
and blocks of white, endlessly. 


Tommy made a low questioning noise, but didn’t resist as they continued down the slope, 
before finally they came to a door, not one on the sides of the hallway, but at the very end, 
bigger than the normal ones that he was used to seeing. 


Tubbo waved his other hand in front of the door and it opened with a gentle whoosh-thunk. 
He was pulled into the room that the door led to quickly, and he had to stop and blink, 
practically dumbfounded. 


This place was huge. The room stretching for far longer than it should have room to in the 
confined space of the ship. That, or the ship was far bigger than Tommy had originally 
thought. Its ceiling was just about as high as the other rooms, but the lines of shelving, boxes, 
and structures that looked oddly like oversized filing cabinets, made it look higher than it 
looked at first glance. 


It looked like a warehouse. It looked like the place on the last ship where they kept the 
kennels stacked. 


Irrational fear crawled up his spine as he continued to be tugged along, the phantom feeling 
of wire pressing into his skin, of hard plastic digging into his mouth and hinge of his jaw. 
Tommy stumbled, fora moment. Tubbo slowed only slightly, glancing back as if making sure 
he was okay before continuing on. 


This wasn’t the same ship. This wasn’t the same ship. He sank his teeth into his bottom lip 
until he tasted blood, letting the sharp pain that flooded through him to yank his mind out of 
the reminders of the other ship. 


Tubbo finally led him out of the aisles of storage and shelving that felt like they were 
swallowing him. Even the vent shafts felt less claustrophobic than this, and in the aisles he 
could actually walk. 


The larger, more open space that he was led into sloped down, much more suddenly than that 
of the hallway they had come down. Tubbo slid down with ease, but Tommy fell gracelessly 
from the sudden change in steepness with a yelp, his wrist breaking out of Tubbo’s grip as he 
went. 


Tubbo burst into startled laughter as Tommy essentially fell/rolled his way to a stop when the 
floor stopped its sudden slant, while the alien managed to pick his way down with a slow 
flutter of his uninjured wings. 


“Yeah yeah, very funny, bitch,” Tommy huffed, unable to keep the amused tone out of his 
voice. He forced his hands and knees underneath himself, glancing down and almost letting 
out another startled yelp. 


The floor beneath him was all smooth glass, so clean that his fingerprints plastered it with 
greasy stains. Something sky blue and lavender swallowed up most of the view beneath him, 
only the edge of a black void just behind it. He remembered seeing it, just behind the red and 
gold planet, and it was massive, full of swirling pale cool colors. 


He had no idea what it was, likely some sort of massive gas planet like Jupiter, but he had no 
idea how the other planet he was so close to it. Tommy wasn’t dumb, he knew how gravity 
worked, but he never hears of a habitable planet orbiting a gas giant like a moon. 


Though, he did suppose that there was a lot that humans likely didn’t know compared to 
these guys. And clearly it was possible if they were docked to a satellite that was for the red 
planet. 


The reason the floor had sloped so suddenly was apparently because the both of them were in 
some kind of shallow glass bowl in the floor, allowing them to see the outside. The walls of 


the bowl were just slightly shorter than him, maybe at chin height, which was probably how 
he had fallen so suddenly. 


“We use this for scoping out cargo drops, mostly,” Tubbo said, arranging himself into a 
sitting position on the glass. “But I like to sit in here during flights. Has one of the best views 
on the ship.” He gestured to the glass walls. “No one else hangs out in the cargo hold, too 
messy, but I like it in the dome.” 


Tommy pulled his legs until he was in a sitting position, reaching out to take the tablet from 
Tubbo when the alien offers it back to him. He didn’t remember dropping it, though he 
supposed that he could have easily lost grip of it when he fell. 


“You ready for me to turn it off?” Tubbo asked. “Just to be clear before we start, I’m gonna 
teach you how to say the stuff that’s on the tablet first. Then we’ll move on from there. Sound 
good?” 


“Yes.” 


“Great! You sure you’re ready?” 


“Yes,” Tommy pressed the button again, a bit impatiently. 


“Alright.” Tubbo pulled out his holoframe, or at least something that looked like a holoframe. 
It didn’t have a screen, it was just the stick that the screen protruded from. He leaned forward 
and waved the stick behind Tommy’s right ear, tapping on his skull before pulling it back. He 
made some kind of gesture, and the screen of his holoframe turned on. “...and three, two, 
one,” Tubbo said, pressing a button on his holoframe. 


Tommy just blinked at him after the countdown ended, and Tubbo stared back at him 
expectantly, waiting. For what, Tommy didn’t exactly know, considering Tubbo would have 
to be the one to speak in order for Tommy to notice if the implant had truly been deactivated 
or not. 


“Well,” Tommy said, after several moments of silence and staring. “I guess I have to figure 
this out for myself if you’re not going to say anything.” He pulled the tablet closer to himself 
and considered the buttons for a moment, before finally settling on the one that he knew 
meant “hello”. 


And, to his surprise, or not, considering he specifically asked for this, it did not come out as 
the feminine voice that he’d come used to coming from the tablet. It did, however, come out 
as an odd grunting-chirruping noise that Tommy... really didn’t think he could replicate. 
Like. At all. 


Hm. Fuck. 


Tubbo must have seen the bewildered look on his face because he reached forward, making a 
bunch of noises that Tommy probably also couldn’t replicate, and pressed the same button, 
before echoing it, slower. Like “Grunt. Chirrup.”, not “grunt-chirrup”’. 


Like sounding out a word when you didn’t know how to pronounce it. 


That didn’t make Tommy have any more confidence in his ability to manipulate his vocal 
cords into saying anything similar to that though. He tried to convey this the best he could in 
a skeptical look and a press of the button that he remembered meant “unsure”. The tablet 
made a whistle-click noise, which was something... a bit more promising, to say the least. It 
was at least he was a bit more hopeful that he could make that noise. 


Tubbo made a series of unfamiliar noises and— damn. It was really fucking weird not being 
able to understand him anymore. He had gotten so used to the aliens speaking English, even 
if they weren’t really speaking English, that hearing Tubbo speak his own tongue was weird. 
The alien tapped the “hello” button again and repeated the noise slowly, “grunt, chirrup” as if 
that made it any easier for Tommy to be able to echo the word. 


Still, it was clear Tubbo wasn’t going to let this go until Tommy at least made an attempt, no 
matter how shitty of an attempt it was. So he sighed, shifting his weight around to pull his 
legs in closer to himself, and tried, at least somewhat to make the noise. 


His vocal chords did not like his efforts, it seemed. They practically itched after he tried to 
replicate the chirrup bit, and he had to cough a little bit to get rid of the feeling. 


Tubbo gave him a strange look in response to his butchered attempt, and Tommy gave him an 
exasperated one back. How the hell was he supposed to do this if his voice quite literally 
couldn’t make the word? It wasn’t his fault, it was biology! Like how chimpanzees’ throats, 
while similar to that of humans’, weren’t structured to make things like words, so they 
couldn’t talk. It wasn’t an intelligence thing, like some old movie with talking and walking 
monkeys tried to explain it as when Tommy watched it in a foster house, just biology. 


“Grunt. Chirrup,” Tubbo repeated himself, even slower than before, as if that was even 
possible. Tommy scowled. He wasn’t going to get better if he quite literally couldn t produce 
the right noises required, no amount of slow baby talk was going to change that. 


Tubbo, though, didn’t seem to care what Tommy thought on the manner. The alien pressed 
the “you” button on the tablet, one that made a low-pitched hissing noise that trailed off into 
some sort of breathy deep sound at the end. “Your turn,” Tommy could imagine Tubbo 
saying. 


Tommy tried again, however frustrated he was. The grunt part was... easy. Easier than the 
chirruping at least. His voice didn’t go as low as it probably should have for it, but he didn’t 
care. The chirruping was still hard, practically impossible, and put a strain on his vocal cords 
to even attempt. He pushed through it, resulting in some kind of high pitched, drawn out 
breathy noise that didn’t sound anything like what Tubbo was trying to demonstrate to him or 
what the tablet’s version had sounded like. 


A humming-whooping noise came from Tubbo, lips pressed tight with his mandibles pressed 
together and antennae shaking slightly. Tommy recognized the expression on his face as the 
same one Tubbo made when he was laughing, or at least what the implant translated into a 
laugh. 


“Oh come on,” Tommy scoffed, but he couldn’t keep the smile off of his face. “You can’t 
insist on me making a sound that I quite literally can’t make and then laugh at me when I 
can’t do it. That’s just a dick move.” 


Tubbo just kept laughing, eventually trailing off into silence and saying something that 
Tommy still couldn’t understand. He pressed the “hello” button again and made the noise 
himself as well. 


Tommy could picture him saying “again” with this gesture. He sighed. Well, to be fair, he did 
ask for this. 


admitting the truth never blows over well, now does it? 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“Yuhsss,” Toh-me said, slowly, awkwardly. His pronunciation was thick, his accent foreign, 
but it was understandable, at least partly, so Tubbo was counting it as a win. 


He was counting this whole thing as a win, really. While Toh-me clearly struggled with the 
language and how to pronounce the words, he was learning. He was making progress. 
Compared to his absolute zero knowledge of their language before, this was a huge 
improvement. 


No matter how thick his accent was, or how hard it was to learn, as long as Toh-me could 
speak the language comfortably and be understood by others, It was working. 


His accent was rather thick, though. And since he was the first terran to ever speak Galactic, 
it was odd in a way that Tubbo couldn’t place, but it was Toh-me’s, and it worked. That was 
what mattered, in all of this. As long as it worked. 


“Yes,” Tubbo said, encouragingly. 


“Yuhus.” 


“You almost got it. Yes.” 


“Yus.” 


“Close enough,” Tubbo conceded with a delighted twitch of his wings. “Alright. Just another 
run through, okay? Hello.” 


‘“Auhloo.” 


99 


“Bye. 


“Bath.” 


“Look.” 


“Lukk.” 


“No 99 


“Nnnoh.” 


“Yes.” 


“Yus.” 


“Alright, one more and then I’m going to turn your implant back on, sound good?” Tubbo 
leaned over the holotab and pressed buttons, watching Toh-me trace his fingers’ movements 
with an interested gaze. 


“You listen repeat,” the holotab said for Tubbo, and Toh-me wrinkled his face a bit and said 
something in response, but didn’t seem adverse to the idea. 


“Bitch,” Tubbo said, slowly and clearly and trying to make the individual sounds more 
pronounced so Toh-me could mimic them easier. He was trying his best not to laugh, because 
if he did Toh-me would probably try to mimic that as well, thinking that it was a part of the 
word. 


Sure, teaching Toh-me swear words was definitely not going to go over well with Phil, but it 
would be really funny to see him start cursing people out. 


“Buh-hitch,” Toh-me fumbled with the word with a questioning look to Tubbo. 


And Tubbo couldn’t help it, he burst out laughing, earning only more confusion and words 
from Toh-me that he couldn’t understand. It took him several moments to be able to contain 
his laughter, trailing off into little giggles before he managed to finally silence himself. 


“Again, again,” Tubbo said. “Bitch.” 


“Bhitch.” 


“Stars, that’s hilarious,” Tubbo giggled again, feeling his antennae quiver slightly. “Phil is 
going to kill me. Stars. Okay. I did promise that was the last one.” Tubbo grabbed his 
holoframe and leaned towards Toh-me. “Ready?” He asked, pressing the button for the word 
on the holotab in front of them at the same time. 


Toh-me made the short hissing noise that Tubbo remember was his language’s equivalent of 
“ves”, before pausing, “yus.” 


Tubbo held his holoframe behind Toh-me’s ear, where the implant was just below the skin. 
The holoframe connected to it easily, just like before, and he withdrew to turn the screen on 
and reactivate the transmitter. 


“Better?” he asked. “Is it working?” 


“Yus,” Toh-me said, and then jumped, hand flying up to cradle his ear where the implant 
resided. His eyes went wide, face looking halfway between confused and surprised. He was 
getting better at reading Toh-me’s facial expression, he thought. 


Tubbo felt an immediate pang of concern at that look, though, his wings flaring in alarm. 
“What’s wrong? Are you okay?” 


Toh-me grunted and reached for the tablet, still cupping his ear with one hand. “Weird bad 
sound.” 


“Weird bad sound?” Tubbo echoed, puzzled. 


“Weird bad sound,” Toh-me repeated himself, slowly and gingerly lowering his hand from 
where it was cradled around his ear, staring at his palm for a moment, confusion still written 
on his face. “Good now.” 


Tubbo made a soft whoop of agreement, though not entirely sure of what he was agreeing to. 
What could “weird bad sound” mean? He thought those words were being used to convey 
something that was actually bad, something that Toh-me didn’t like, but for everything to be 
fine now, just a few moments later, was odd. 


Maybe something had startled him and that was what Toh-me was trying to convey? But 
what had startled him? Tubbo was sitting right in front of Toh-me, if there was something 
startle-worthy, it surely would’ve caught his attention as well. Unless Tubbo had been 
distracted somehow and just hadn’t seen or heard it— 


Ah. 


“Did the translator try to attempt to translate you saying something in our language?” Tubbo 
guessed. “And it didn’t do it quite right, so it spooked you?” 


Toh-me’s face wrinkled, and his pale orangish skin began to change color. His nose, cheeks, 
and ears seemed to turn a bright pinkish-red color, and if Tubbo remembered right, this was a 


natural thing that terrans did occasionally if they were feeling a particularly strong emotion. 
That was what he had come to infer it as, at least. He could be wrong. 


“Am I right, then?” Tubbo asked. 


Toh-me mumbled something in his own language, reaching up to scratch at the spot where 
his implant’s scar was behind his ear. “Finish now question?” he asked using the tablet. 


“Yeah, we’re done now,” Tubbo said, grinning, reaching forward and ruffling a hand through 
Toh-me’s hair. The terran batted his hand away with a little stuttering growl, one that Tubbo 
knew wasn’t aggressive. “The cycle is about to end, we should head back anyhow. No need 
for wandering around in the dark, right?” 


Toh-me grunted, standing up and eyeing the walls of the observatory port. They were almost 
as tall as him, and when Tubbo stood, they were far above his own head. He, however, had an 
advantage. Even with only three out of his four wings being functional for flight, he could 
still use them as boosts. 


And that was exactly what Tubbo did, buzzing his wings in short bursts to boost himself up 
and out of the observatory port, landing on the edge with a grin. He turned to look back at 
Toh-me, who was staring blankly up at him. 


“Come on, you climbed into vent shafts that were much higher up than this,” Tubbo said. 
“You can get out.” Toh-me made the short growling noise again in response. “Oh don’t give 
me that! I know you can. I’ll help you up from here if you need it.” 


Toh-me made that little growl again, but he came over to the edge of the observatory, tossing 
the tablet up and onto the floor next to Tubbo. He stretched, placing his hands on the top of 
the ledge. Tubbo watched curiously as Toh-me hopped, once, twice, as if testing to see if he 
could actually get up on his own. His bare feet made dull thudding sounds on the glass every 
time he landed. 


The terran paused for a moment, huffing out a breath and squinting his eyes up at Tubbo for a 
second. His gaze flicked back down to the task in front of him just a moment later though, 
and then he jumped. 


It was hard to see exactly what Toh-me was doing inside of the observatory port from 
Tubbo’s angle, but he heard another dull thudding sound as Toh-me pushed himself up, 
straightening out his arms and effectively raising his torso above the ledge. He held that 
position for a second, a long, worrying second that had Tubbo seriously considering if he 
should try to help the terran up the rest of the way. 


It seemed Toh-me didn’t actually need his help, though, because just a moment later, one of 
his legs swung over the top of the ledge, quickly followed by the other one, and then Toh-me 
was laying on the floor of the cargo bay, not halfway inside of the observatory port. 


“See! Told you that you could do it!” Tubbo said, his mandibles clicking together. 


Toh-me gave a short huffing sound, one that Tubbo knew meant that the terran was annoyed, 
but didn’t reach for his tablet to say anything more. He stayed laying down on his front for a 
moment, before rolling over and getting to his feet. 


“T go now,” Toh-me said, through the tablet as he always did. “We go now.” 


“Yes, we go now,” Tubbo agreed, trying not to laugh. “You go now. We’re going back, don’t 
worry.” He took a step towards where he knew the door was, behind a few twisting hallways 
that had been made by the immense amount old cargo they had stuffed down here, and 
paused. 


I go now. 


Something about those three little words reminded Tubbo of something that he had been 
thinking about a lot recently as they made their way down towards the door, through the 
maze of shelves. It wasn’t something he had mentioned to the other members of the crew or 
to Toh-me himself, in fear of how any of them would react. Toh-me especially, all things 
considered. 


He wasn’t sure if any of the crew had thought about what he had, or the logistics of it. Tubbo 
didn’t think so, because if they had, they would’ve mentioned it. Surely. But, of course, 
considering Tubbo had been thinking about it and hadn’t mentioned it to anyone, it was 
always possible that they were doing the same. 


And Tubbo hesitated to bring it up now. Especially considering it was just him and Toh-me 
all the way down here. He knew by now that Toh-me wasn’t going to do anything to hurt any 
of them. If he had been planning to do that, then he would’ve likely just left them to their 
fates instead of helping them out of their restraints after the Asempii attack. But there was a 
bit of doubt, of anxiousness, that kept Tubbo’s lips pressed together even as he tried to open 
them to say something. 


This was a matter to discuss with the crew first. For them to decide if it was okay to bring up 
to Toh-me, considering this was going to be a rather sensitive topic, Tubbo knew. 


Did he want to mention it now? Who knew how Toh-me would react? Tubbo knew that it 
wouldn’t go well, that was for sure, but other than that he had no fucking clue. 


This wasn’t smart. Bringing this up right now wasn’t smart. Tubbo should just lead Toh-me 
back to the common room for the sleeping cycle and just keep his damn mouth shut. He 
could bring it up to the crew later and then they could decide as a group when the best time to 
talk about it was. 


But Tubbo had to do it. 


Because he knew how the other would protest to this. “Its too sensitive of a topic” Phil would 
say. “We don’t know how he’II react” Ranboo would point out. “Yeah, that would blow over 
well” Techno would scoff. “Best to leave it for later” Wilbur would promise. Except later 
would never come, because there would never be a good time to say this. Not to a terran 
larvae who had been taken from his home planet, from his hive, to be tortured and then 
rescued ages later. 


So Tubbo had to do it. Because if he didn’t, no one else would. And maybe doing it down 
here would make things better. At least a bit. Maybe doing it down here, where Toh-me was 
further away from the others and couldn’t lash out on badly, was for the best. 


“You stop why?” Toh-me asked, tilting his head at him so that his golden hair fell into his 
face, and the terran had to push it back with one hand. 


Tubbo inhaled, rattling his wings and folding them close to his back. He turned back to face 
Toh-me, glancing up at those pale bluish-gray eyes and immediately casting his gaze back 
down to the floor. How the Nethira was he supposed to say this? Was there really any way to 
do this gently? 


It was now or never. 


“Toh-me...” Tubbo said, barely more than a whisper. The words were clawing at his throat, 
tearing up his insides. Trying to say this almost physically hurt, but he had to do it. No one 
else would. “You... you know we can’t take you home, right?” 
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Toh-me went silent, staring down at Tubbo with a blank look passing over his face. That 
terrible blankness was almost worse than if he had instantly gotten angry, or sad. No, it was 
worse. Somehow, this was more terrifying than anger. 


Tubbo trusted Toh-me. He did. But this would be a sensitive topic for anyone, not just a 
tortured, stolen from home terran. Stars knew Tubbo hadn’t reacted well when he’d been in 
Toh-me’s place. 


Tubbo trusted Toh-me, but that didn’t make this moment any less nerve-wracking. The 
silence felt like it was choking him, pinning down his wings and cutting off his airway so he 
couldn’t fly, couldn’t breathe. 


“We would if we could,” Tubbo rushed to fill the silence, unable to take it. “I promise you 
that we would bring you home if we could. It’s just— it’s complicated. I wish we could take 
you home, take you back to your hive, but we can’t and I’m sorry. ?'m so sorry.” 


No response. Nothing. Just more blank staring and complete silence from Toh-me’s end. 
Nethira, Toh-me was barely even moving, holding himself so still save for the blinking of his 
eyes, the faint rising of his chest as he breathed, and the near-constant almost imperceptible 
trembling in his hands. 


“Tt’s not fair, I know it’s not fair to you. I wish we could take you home, I really wish we 
could.” Tubbo was rambling now, even he could tell. “But we can’t. I’m so sorry. We can’t 
take you home to your hive.” 


Still, nothing. Not a single word, nor twitch, nothing. Toh-me still just stared at him, silent, 
unmoving. 


“Toh-me,” Tubbo began again, a pleading edge to his voice that he didn’t entirely understand. 
He took a step forward, reaching forward to... he wasn’t sure what he was reaching forward 
for. Maybe to wrap his fingers around Toh-me’s wrist, to be comforting. 


It didn’t matter what he intended to do, because Toh-me stepped back when he stepped 
forward, something tight drawing at his jaw. A look in his eyes that Tubbo hadn’t seen 
before, not that he could remember. 


It made him pause, draw his hand back towards himself. ““Toh-me?” he asked, questioning, 
maybe a little bit hurt at the sight of Toh-me pulling away from him. 


Toh-me had never done that before, not since the aftermath of the Asempii attack. He was 
always stepping or leaning forward to their touches when hey offered them. Wilbur had a 
theory that terrans were very touch-oriented because of this. It almost hurt, seeing him pull 
away like that. 


He said something, in the terran language. Something that Tubbo obviously couldn’t 
understand. 


Toh-me lifted his chin, keeping mouth pressed into a thin line, jaw tight. It looked like a 
challenge, almost, and Tubbo felt his heart sink. Toh-me didn’t break eye contact, but he 
moved his fingers, pressing buttons on the screen of the holotab. 


“You leave now.” 


“Toh-me...” Tubbo tried to say, but trailed off when he saw Toh-me’s eyes harden. 


“You leave now.” The tablet’s rather pleasant voice didn’t match the meaning that Toh-me 
was clearly trying to convey. It was almost funny. Except it wasn’t funny at all, knowing the 
context. 


“Toh-me please, I—“ 


Toh-me snarled, barking out something in the terran language, loud and angry. Tubbo 
flinched backwards, his antennae folding down and away as he stepped back again. 


He— he didn’t know what to say 


Tubbo knew that Toh-me was likely to react badly to the news. He had expected it, but 
somehow, he hadn’t expected this. He hadn’t expected to be driven away. Maybe only a bit of 
yelling and then being able to comfort Toh-me as he processed it, not... this. 


He should have expected it. He knew how it felt, finding out that you could never go home. 


“Please,” Tubbo tried one more time, a vain effort to... to do something. Something other 
than to be driven away. “Please, Toh-me. I— ...I’m sorry.” 


Toh-me’s eyes were wet now, leaking that weird clear fluid that Toh-me had really only seen 
him do a couple times before. They still didn’t know what it was, or why Toh-me did it. 
Ranboo had a theory from back when Toh-me was still staying in the containment cell that 
the fluid was some kind of defense mechanism. 


Tubbo flinched as Toh-me growled again, his voice quieter but still angry as he barked 
something in the terran language again. 


“Okay,” he whispered, just barely audible. He repeated himself, just a tad louder. “Okay.” 
Tubbo stepped away again, rubbing his mandibles together anxiously. “I’m sorry.” He angled 
himself towards the door and then hesitated, glancing over at Toh-me again. 


The terran was trembling now, ever so slightly as he bared his teeth, not in the positive way 
that Tubbo had gotten so used to seeing. No, this looked like the defensive, hostile look that 


they had been given during those first volatile cycles with Toh-me still in the containment 
cell. 


Tubbo folded his wings closer to his back and turned away again. Every step that he took 
towards the door and into the hallway felt like he was giving up a little more, for some 
irrational reason. 


Stars, that one question could have ruined all the progress that they’ve made with Toh-me so 
far. Now that he thought about it, it probably had. 


How in Nethira was he going to fix this? 


Phil was going to kill him. 


“You told him what?!” 


Phil understood that his tone was perhaps a bit harsh, especially when he saw Tubbo flinch 
backward, wings folded tight to his back and antennae wrapped around his horns. This, 
however was a very fucking serious matter. 


“He deserved to know,” Tubbo said, quietly. 


“And we would have told him in time,” Techno said, arms crossed from where he was leaned 
up against the wall. “Right after we had gained somewhat of a tumultuous peace with Toh-me 
was not the time.” 


“When?” Tubbo suddenly snapped, wings flaring out in an instant. “When exactly would be a 
“good time” to tell him that we can’t take him home, huh? There will never be a “good time”! 
There is no such thing as a “good time” to tell someone they’re never going to see their 
planet again, their hive again! If I had brought it up to you all first, we would never have 
actually told him! What would have happened if time passed and Toh-me started asking 
questions about going home? Then he would’ve been even more upset because we took so 
long in telling him! What then, huh?” 


“Well, he sure is upset now,” Wilbur muttered. 


“Oh shut up,” Ranboo hissed, tail suddenly lashing. “He was going to be upset either way, 
and there was no avoiding that. And Tubbo’s right, the longer we waited to tell him the more 
it was going to hurt when we did.” 


“Well its sure as nethira hurting now,” Phil said with a sigh, rustling his feathers. “You said 
he locked himself in the cargo bay, right? What were the both of you even doing down 
there?” 


“Tommy wanted me to turn off the transmitter for a little while, so he could understand our 
language sounded like, I think. To learn how to speak it, or at least that was my theory.” 
Tubbo flicked his wings once, twice, before drawing them close to his back again with a 
pained look. “I thought it would be a good idea to do that somewhere isolated. Keep it a 
surprise for you all when he came back around able to speak a few words in Galactic. I took 
him to the observatory port, both for the view and for the quiet. And he didn’t lock himself 
in, just kicked me out and shut the door afterward. We should still be able to get in just fine.’ 
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“We shouldn’t go in now, though,” Wilbur said. “It’s almost time for the sleeping cycle, and 
he isn’t going to want us barging in on him asking for forgiveness when he’s obviously 


distressed and angry.” 


“So what are you proposing? That we just leave him there?” Techno asked sarcastically. 


“T say we leave some of his nesting material outside the cargo bay door for now and try to 
coax him out next cycle, for first meal.” Wilbur curled his tail around one of his own legs, 
spines twitching. “Give him some time to think without us pestering him, I’m sure he’Il 
prefer that considering he probably doesn’t want to see us right now.” 


“He definitely doesn’t want to see us right now,” Ranboo scoffed. “I know you three don’t get 
it, but Tubbo and I do. That realization that you never get to go home, back to the place 
where you grew up surrounded by the people who raised you? It’s heartbreaking. I mean,” 
Ranboo folded his hands together and tapped the claws of one hand on the palm of his other, 
a nervous habit that Phil often saw him do. “It must be even worse for Toh-me.” 


“What makes you say that?” Techno asked. 


“Just think about it!” Ranboo snapped, stilling his anxious tapping for a moment before 
starting up again. “I chose to leave Vohid, like hundreds of thousands of other endrians and 
shulks. I can still see my people as refugees on other planets and ships. Tubbo is the same 
with other apicapras, even if they’re not as common. Toh-me is the first living terran to be 


outside of his galaxy. He can’t ever go home, leaving wasn’t his choice in the first place, and 
he will likely never see another terran again. Not to mention how long he had been tortured 
after being forcibly taken from his planet.” 


There was a bit of a pause after that, no one daring to say anything. Ranboo only took a 
moment before continuing. 


“Its really no wonder that he reacted so badly, and that he’s shutting himself away. He was 
just told that he can never see his haunting again, see his home. He won’t want anything to do 
with us until he’s had time to process it and grieve for the things he’s lost.” 


““’..80 what do we do, then?” Phil asked, rustling his feathers. He was just going to end it 
here, but the surprised look that he got from the rest of the crew made him continue. “Ranboo 
is right. We don’t know what its like to not be able go back to our home planets. Wilbur can 
go back to Phan whenever he likes, Techno back to Kinoko, and me back to Ely. We don’t 
have much of anything to put in here for what Toh-me is going through. So, we have to take 
the advice of those who who do.” Phil turned to Ranboo and Tubbo, tilting his head. “So 
what do we do?” 


“Like what Ranboo and Wilbur said,” Tubbo mumbled, pointedly looking away from them. 
“Give him some space and let him grieve. He won’t feel better by tomorrow, but he’Il be 
hungry, so just...” he trailed off for a moment. “Just do what we did when he was sleeping in 
the medbay still. Bring him food and stuff, just leave it outside the door. We put him into the 
system, so when he wants to come out, he’Il come.” 


“All we can really do is just wait,” Wilbur said, phrasing it like a question, though his tone 
was flat, like he wasn’t actually asking one. 


“Exactly,” Ranboo agreed, ears twitching. “Things like this... they aren’t exactly resolved 
with a simple apology. He’s just found out that after everything he’s been through, he still 
can’t go back to what he’s known for his entire life up until just a little while ago. He’s stuck 
here when being here in the first place wasn’t his own will. That takes some time to get over, 
I think.” 


Tubbo’s mandibles were pressed tightly together, dark eyes fixated on the wall to his left so 
he wasn’t looking anyone in the eye. It was worrying Phil, quite a bit actually, but he had no 
idea how to bring it up. 


“T’ll go get his nesting material from the common room,” Techno rumbled, pushing off of the 
wall that he’d been leaning on this whole time with a snort. “I’Il let him know that I’m there 
but I'll just leave it outside the door. No going in.” 


“That’s probably for the best,” Wilbur said, and as if on cue, the moment he stopped 
speaking, the lights started to dim. The start of the sleeping cycle. 


“Damn,” Tubbo muttered. 


“Go to sleep, Ill take him the nesting stuff. We can talk more about all of... this, next cycle,” 
Techno grunted. 


Next cycle. 


“We just lot a shit ton of progress with him, didn’t we?” Wilbur asked, though again, it didn’t 
seem like a question. 


Phil didn’t bother answering, and neither did anyone else. The answer was obvious anyway. 
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It was dark in here. 


It was so fucking dark. And cold. 


Tommy wasn’t sure how long he had spent here, huddled in the dark with his knees drawn up 
to his chest and head buried between his hands, shivering. Apparently the lights in here were 
motion-activated, because instead of dim lighting like there was during the night cycle, or the 
red emergency lights, it was pitch black in here if there wasn’t anything moving. 


And Tommy, well, he wasn’t moving. Sure, moving around a bit would solve both of his 
current problems at the moment, by warming him up a bit and turning on the lights, but 
Tommy wasn’t in the mood to be moving. He was... 


He was tired. 


He was so fucking tired. Of space. Of the aliens. Of being treated like a dog. Of everything. 


A small part of him had known, of course. Had known that he was never going home. That 
didn’t make this hurt any less. 


Tommy was just... he was tired. He was exhausted. He was tired of everything hurting all the 
time, whether it be phantom pains of his old wounds or every time he was forced to 
remember what he’d been through in the past few months. He was so fucking tired of all of 
this bullshit. 


He wanted to go home. 


But he can’t. 


He had known that. Somewhere deep in the very back of his mind, as far away as he could 
suppress it so he didn’t have to think about it. He had known that he was never going to go 
home. 


Tommy wasn’t sure what the crew had done to give it away. Maybe it was the cautious 
acceptance of his actions, even when they seemed to be afraid of him. They didn’t object to 
him wandering around their ship unsupervised for fuck’s sake! If he were in their position, he 
wouldn’t let the person who killed two people, even to defend him, out of his sight. 


They practically let him do whatever he wanted out of pity. Because they knew already that 
he wasn’t going home. They felt bad for him. 


Maybe that was what clued him in, or maybe it was something else. Tommy didn’t know. He 
had known that he wasn’t going home, and that was about it. 


And just because he had known didn’t make Tubbo admitting it out loud to him hurt any 
less. 


Tommy dug his fingers into his legs, ignoring the fresh wave of tears leaking down his face. 
He didn’t want to think about this. He didn’t want to think about anything. Why couldn’t he 
go back to that weird foggy headspace where everything was numb and he didn’t have to 
think? Sure, it probably wasn’t the healthiest thing to do, but it would be better than this. 


He had no idea how long he had been in here. From where he was sat, he couldn’t see the 
lights from the hallway, so he had no idea how much time had passed. It felt like days, but it 
was probably more akin to a few hours. Several, miserable, cold, dark hours. 


Tommy just wanted to go home, but he can’t. 


He was never going to see Sam again, or Hannah or Boomer or Alex or Ponk again. He was 
never again going to sleep in his old bed, see the horrendously red walls of his room, wiggle 
his toes in that scratchy old carpet. He was never again going to see the hole in the wall that 
Alex’s fist had left that one time, never again hear the story of how it got there, from before 
he arrived at Sam’s house. That story had always been told with laughter and tears, even 
though George always swore that the incident had been nothing to laugh about at the time. 


Never again was he going to get surprise-tackled by Boomer and Hannah in an attempt to 
bring him to the ground, something they rarely managed to do even while working together. 
Never again was he going to slap the tops of George and Alex’s heads and gloat that he had 
managed to get taller than both his older brothers, only to receive not-so-gentle punches in 
the arm for the comment. 


He was never again going to get a hug from Sam, only to be suddenly picked up off of his 
feet because somehow, even working an IT desk job, his father managed to be the strongest 
person in the house. He was never again going to get an extra slice of lemon pie from Ponk 
after Sam said no with a wink and finger held to his lips. 


Tommy was never again going to have to haul Fran out of the kitchen when she was trying to 
snatch still-cooking meat off the stove, her tail wagging because it was just a game to her. He 
was never again going to get bowled over by her running through his legs to go outside on a 
rainy day. He was never again going to get soaked trying to bathe her to wash off the mud she 
would get on herself afterwards. 


There was going to be no more sneaking out with the beater on a late night, going to a 7/11 
with Freddie and Eryn and the rest of his friends to get slurpees and blast music in the 
parking lot. No more belting out the lyrics purposely off key because they were in the middle 
of nowhere, with no one to hear them, and they were teenagers doing teenage things. No 
more pulling into the driveway in the earliest hours of the morning, waking up late that 
afternoon to Sam with a raised eyebrow, knowing look, and leftovers from breakfast when he 
awoke. 


There was no more getting called out of school every now and then by Sam, meeting him, 
Ponk, and the twins out in the parking lot, and going to watch some dumb cheesy movie at 
the theater the next town over. There was no more tackling his siblings, even when they were 
adults, and having wrestling matches in the huge field in the backyard of the house. 


No more stashing junk food in all corners of the house, giggling with the twins when Sam 
inevitably found huge bags of Skittles or Doritos or liters of soda stashed in the oddest 


places. Behind the washing machine. In the medicine cabinet. On a ceiling fan. Taped to the 
underneath of a table. Dangling from a piece of string in the middle of the room. 


No more Alex rambling on about the stupidest things in order to prod a reaction from a 
bewildered Sam and Ponk. No more George falling on his face after tripping on air over and 
over again, yelling at them when they laughed even though he was giggling as well. 


No more flicking food at the twins over the dinner table, knowing he was staring a battle that 
he couldn’t finish. No more grabbing Alex and tossing him over his shoulder, albeit with 
some difficulty, and swinging him around while his older brother demanded to be put down. 
No more getting hit in the face from across the room when George chucked random objects 
at him, always managing to land a hit no matter how far away Tommy was. 


No more Sam telling him that he loved him. No more of Tommy getting to say it back. No 
more of Tommy getting to tell any of them that he loved them. 


What had he even said to Alex last? To George? To the twins and Sam and Ponk and his 
friends from school? Stupid things? Had they been teasing words or genuine ones? He 
couldn’t remember. 


No more smelling a storm on the air, watching the greenish clouds roll in and feeling the 
crackle of electricity when the lightning was still miles away. No more feeling swelteringly 
hot on a bright summer day and making homemade popsicles in the kitchen. No more kicking 
‘round in the snow, unable to feel his fingers as he shoveled the driveway but laughing all the 
same, especially when he dumped it on Sam when his father’s back was turned. 


No more driving down the country roads in the beater with his windows down, going way too 
fast with his friends in the car blasting music too loud and just feeling the wind slap at their 
faces. No more tasting snowflakes as they landed on his tongue. No more getting soaked to 
the bone in pouring rain but laughing all the same. 


No more spinning around in the grass outside, barefoot and wiggling his toes in the dirt, 
ignoring Sam’s calls for him to put on shoes. No more driving out to the lake thirty minutes 
away in the middle of summer to splash around in the refreshing, yet somehow also grody 
water. No more blowing dandelion seeds everywhere when they popped up in the spring, 
excitedly waiting for their arrival next year. 


All of it. The little things he had taken for granted his entire life. All of it was gone. 


Kicking leaves around in the fall, dumping the twins into the piles of them that they had just 
raked up as they protested, even while they laughed. Writing curse words and drawing dicks 
on the driveway with chalk, laughing at the exasperated look on Sam’s face every time he 
saw them. 


Tracing lines in the popcorn ceiling of the living room with his eyes after he got home from a 
bad day at school, shutting out the world for a few minutes in favor of the endless patterns. 
Hot chocolate and the way it burned his mouth, but was so pleasantly warm when it went 
down his throat on a cold day. Early morning fog as he drove to school, making the forest 
seem like what you might find in a horror movie. 


The crinkle of paper when you crumpled it just right. The scratch of pencils against a desk as 
he doodled in the corner of it. Fire crackling in the fireplace. Painting his nails with Boomer 
and Sam just for shits and giggles. 


The sharp smell of hair dye after Sam would dye his hair again, freshening up the green when 
it started to fade. The ever present green stain in Sam’s shower because of it. Blankets that 
were fuzzy and soft instead of the awkward texture that Tommy couldn’t describe and was 
sure that he would never get used to. 


All of that. Gone. And for what? For nothing. Tommy was still stuck here. He would always 
be stuck here. There was no going back, but fuck, he desperately wished he could. He would 
do anything, truly anything, just to go home. 


How much more shit did he have to go through until the universe had enough pity on him to 
just let him go home already? Was being tortured for months not enough? Was being stuck 
here, treated like a dog, barely able to communicate, not enough? Was having to kill two 


people for his own safety, for the safety of the only people who have shown him any kindness 
not enough? What would be enough? 


Clearly, nothing would be enough. Because if the only aliens who are nice enough to actually 
talk to him, give him ways to communicate, and treat him humanely, couldn’t take him home, 
than clearly no one else he met in space would. 


He was never going home. 


So here Tommy was, curled into a pathetic little ball, shivering in the dark as tears leaked 
down his cheeks. He couldn’t even sob anymore, couldn’t find it in himself to make noise 
because there wasn’t any point. He could scream and wail all he wanted to, but it wouldn’t 
change anything. 


It wouldn’t change anything. 


The aliens had left him alone since he kicked out Tubbo from the cargo bay, or wherever the 
hell he was at the moment. He assumed it was some kind of storage room or cargo bay. It 
didn’t matter. The only exception to the aliens leaving him alone was when Techno came by 
earlier, apparently giving him some blankets with promises to not come inside, that he was 
just leaving them by the door. 


Regardless, Tommy hadn’t even bothered to go near the door that led to the hallway. Even 
though Techno said he was going to leave after he put the blankets down, and Tommy hadn’t 
heard from him since, he couldn’t quite believe that they had just left him there. Someone 
had to be waiting outside the door to grab him the moment he got close to stepping outside. 


Tommy would almost dare one of them to try it. He needed something to let out all of this 
onto. 


He thought things like that but deep down, he knew that he wouldn’t really do anything. 
After killing two aliens essentially for them, he doubted he could bring himself to hurt them, 
even in this state of raw hurt and anger and grief. 


That didn’t mean he particularly wanted to see any of them right now. Which was why he 
was still here, shivering and miserable, alone in the dark, instead of sleeping comfortable in 
the living room area on the ship like he’d been doing for the past several days. 


Man, Tommy would kill to be sleeping in that giant mound of blankets that was piled up in 
the corner of the living room. It was stupidly comfortable. Much better than the cold ass floor 
he was sitting on now, 


No. No, he would kill to go home. It didn’t matter whether he was curled up comfortable in 
the living room or sat on the cold and hard floor. He would pick going home over all of those 
things. 


But he didn’t have that choice. he would never have that choice. Because he was never going 
home. 


Tommy pulled his legs impossibly closer to his chest, so tight that his thighs were almost 
flush with his torso and he struggled to breathe from the pressure, arms quivering from the 
strain of holding them there. The burn of it cleared his head, emptying his thoughts out like a 
bucket of water that got dumped out into the ground. 


But it didn’t last. The moment he loosened his grip, it all came surging back again, and he 
was right back where he started. Crying, cold, miserable, alone, and in the dark. 


Chapter End Notes 
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talking your friend's way out of a depression hole (and somehow 
it works) 


A knock sounding out in the cargo bay was what woke Tommy up. 


He didn’t remember falling asleep, but he apparently had at some point. He was curled into a 
ball on his side, knees still drawn to his chest. One arm was pillowing his head, while the 
other was still wrapped loosely around his legs, as if he had fallen asleep while still pressing 
them to his chest. 


Tommy’s eyes opened, sticky with sleep, and was unsurprised to find himself still in the pitch 
black darkness of the cargo bay. It was still cold, freezing. His fingers were stiff from it, his 
toes numb. It wasn’t like he had socks or shoes or anything like that, just pants that were too 
long that he could wrap his feet in when they started getting sore from the hard metal floors. 


He didn’t know when he fell asleep, or how long he had been asleep, but he was awake now, 
and he knew what had woke him. Someone, one of the aliens, had likely knocked on the door 
to the hallway. 


“Toh-me?” someone asked hesitantly, their voice wavering. It certainly sounded like it was 
coming from the hallway door. Or at least it was in that general direction. It— it sounded like 
Ranboo. Even from a distance and through a door, Ranboo’s deeper voice and American 
accent were unmistakable, even if him and Techno sounded similar. There was just something 
in the way that they both talked that let Tommy pick them apart from one another. 


That didn’t stop the flood of annoyance that went through him the moment that he heard 
Ranboo call his name. 


“T know you’re upset,” Ranboo said, his voice still hesitant, almost gentle, like calming down 
a wounded animal. It almost made Tommy want to sneer. “And you every right to be. I 
promise you that.” Ranboo didn’t seem perturbed that Tommy wasn’t responding to him, 
because he kept going. “It’s just— it’s not healthy for you to stay down here. Please come 
back to the main part of the ship. No one is going to bother you, I promise.” 


Tommy pushed himself into a sitting position, but didn’t move further, tucking his feet 
underneath himself in hopes to warm them up. They felt like icicles against his hands, which 
he stuck underneath his armpits to try and warm them up as well. It didn’t do much. 


“Tt’s— ha,” Ranboo gave a short laugh. “I can promise it from me and Tubbo at least. The 
others... not so much. They don’t really... they don’t understand the whole “never being able 
to go back to your home planet” thing. They don’t fully understand how much it hurts.” 


Well that wasn’t where Tommy thought this conversation was going. He prepared himself to 
tune it out anyways, not really caring what Ranboo had to say in general. 


“T chose to leave,” Ranboo said, and that— Tommy wasn’t expecting that. He was brought 
sharply back into attention, unable to tune him out anymore. “My home planet, I mean. It’s a 
place called Vohid, and there are two sapient species that live there, the endrians and shulks. 
They’ve been at war for as long as anyone can remember; peacetimes are always brief, a few 
revolutions around our star at most. That’s— not really the point, though.” 


Tommy was silent as Ranboo continued, unable to stop himself from listening, even though 
he didn’t want to. 


“Tubbo’s planet... he...”” Ranboo hesitated for a moment, “it’s complicated. But his species is 
called an “‘apicapra’, and they... his species doesn’t do change. They don’t do differences. 
Everyone is supposed to act the same, talk the same, do their assigned jobs the same. Tubbo 
was born different from the start. He’s... bigger than the rest of his species. Taller. He wasn’t 
the same as them, and they...” another hesitation, and Tommy could almost feel the dread in 
the air. “They rejected him, once he was fully grown. Sold him off to the shulk queen as a pet 
and was banished from his planet, from his hive. In one of our more recent war times, he was 
given to the endrian high council as a sign of truce.” 


He felt sick. Tommy didn’t want to hear the rest of this anymore. Something felt too familiar 
about it, being traded around as a pet, being taken forcibly away from your home. It was 
different, sure, but not overly so. 


“My parents were part of the endrian high council, with my standing I was able to convince 
the council to not treat him like a pet, and he was released to be a servant instead.” Ranboo 
gave a short laugh, one that was absent of humor. “Not that it was a much better fate, but we 
became friends that way. He helped me see that the endrian culture was... it was rather 
abusive, to say the least. I’ll skip over the finer details, but, we left. Together. And we met up 
with the rest of the crew on a shoddy merchant planet when we were looking for a ship and 
they were looking for people to work on the ship who would turn a blind eye to the more 
messy parts of bounty hunting. Plenty of time later, here we are.” 


Ranboo’s voice grew a bit quieter as he continued. 


“T chose to leave my planet,” he said, and the translation was a bit staticky to Tommy’s ears 
because of how low volume it was. “Tubbo did not. You did not. It’s... it’s not the same. 
Tubbo and your stories’ aren’t the same. I understand that. I just thought... I don’t know what 
I thought. I guess it I hoped that telling you this would help.” 


Tommy kept his mouth shut, lips pressed tight together in a thin line that caused his teeth to 
dig into the inside of his cheek. He didn’t know what to say to that, to any of it, really. Not 
that he could anyway, not with the tablet being turned off, shoved to the side over by a nearby 
stack of crates, just out of reach. The minute number of words that he could butcher through 
a pronunciation of limited his ability to talk without the tablet too, and ben then, who knew if 
Ranboo would even be able to understand his mangled versions of their language. 


Even if he could talk to Ranboo normally, without the language barrier, Tommy didn’t know 
if he would want to. What, just because Ranboo told him a sob story he was just supposed 
to... forgive them? Yeah. Fuck that. 


Getting kicked off your own planet because of something you can’t control is kind of... well, 
it wasn’t kind of, it sucked. Tommy couldn’t imagine that. Knowing you were different, 
trying to it in, and then getting sold by your own people as a pet, being forced to be a servant. 
Never being able to go home. 


Well, at least that last part Tommy could relate to. Apparently Ranboo could too, but Ranboo 
had apparently left his planet willingly, with full knowledge that he wasn’t going to go home. 
It was different. 


Tommy never wanted this. He just wanted to go home, he didn’t want to hear some other 
person’s sob story. What happened to them wasn’t his fault, nor was it his problem, so he 
shouldn’t care. 


But somehow he does. 


Everything that he was feeling. The grief, the anger, the helplessness and the want for 
anything that could even remind him of his home, of his family. Everything was raw, like 
fingernails digging into a still-healing wound and yanking it open with no mercy or even an 
apology. It was something they had gone through too, even if in different ways. Even with 
different circumstances. 


It wasn’t the same, but it was similar. They weren’t the same, obviously, but it was similar 
enough, he guessed. 


Maybe that was what compelled him to force his limbs to move even when he didn’t want to 
budge an inch. Maybe that was what made him stand, the metal floor freezing beneath the 
soles of his feet. His toes had only barely thawed from their time spent tucked underneath 
him, making him curl them in an effort keep them even a bit warm. 


He didn’t know what made him walk towards the door, what made his feet carry him towards 
the very people he was trying to avoid. He would rather just stay here and wallow in sadness 
for eternity, thank you very much. But for some fucking reason, he wasn’t. He was heading 
straight for the goddamn door. 


“You have every right to be upset,” Ranboo’s voice was louder as Tommy drew closer to the 
door, clearer. “And... and if you want to stay down here, away from us, I understand that. 
Just... take some food, and blankets. I know it hurts, and you wanting to stay down here is 
understandable, but you can’t just lock yourself in here to wither away.” 


Tommy honestly wanted to scoff, say “watch me” and walk away back into his corner. 
Wanted to curl up in it until either the cold killed him or the lack of water did. Whatever 
came first. 


But he couldn’t. 


Tommy couldn’t just... give up. Couldn’t hide away until death came to take him, give up on 
the life that he had fought so hard for just because he’d been told that he couldn’t go home. 
He had been through so much, pushed himself through so much, fought through so much. He 
couldn’t just give up now. Not when he had fought for every single fucking second that he 
had now. 


He still didn’t want to see them, but the knowledge of at least two of the crew members at 
least somewhat knowing what he was going through made him more inclined to not be stuck 
down here. And, you know, the cold and darkness made him rather inclined to leave here 
too. 


“Toh-me, please— just—” Ranboo started to say, but he cut himself off rather quickly when 
Tommy pressed down on the side of the wall where he knew the sensor was. There was no 


fancy hand wave trick on this door, just a hard press of panel-like button, he had found that 
out in a desperate attempt to lock himself in after Tubbo had left. 


Ranboo was stood almost right outside the door when it whooshed open, startling backwards, 
tail tucked between his legs and his long, elf-like ears pressed to the sides of his neck. 


Tommy didn’t say anything, staring up at Ranboo with a resigned sort of acceptance. 
Everything was just kind of... dull. Far off. Of course the fog had to roll in right when he was 
slightly more okay with not having it around. It couldn’t have hit him earlier? 


“Oh,” Ranboo said, almost soft with how quiet it was. 


Tommy’s throat worked, and he managed to make the strange rumbling chirp noise that he 
knew meant “hello” in the alien language. His ear crackled with static, before translating a 
weak, oddly pronounced “hello” that was probably at least somewhat similar to his butchered 
pronunciation of the word. 


Ranboo’s ears perked up, tail swishing. “Hey...” he said, barely audible. His voice got louder 
as he continued, as if regaining his courage or something like that. “I—“ Ranboo glanced 
down at the floor and Tommy followed his gaze, finding a folded pile of familiar-looking 
blankets. 


They were the same ones he had been using this whole time, between the medbay and the 
common room. Except for one, a single blanket that he didn’t remember seeing before. It was 
a vibrant reddish color on one side, and Tommy could see the edge of fluffier whitish trim on 
the other. Like those huge fluffy capes the kings in fairy tales used to wear. 


“There’s blankets here,” Ranboo said, as if they weren’t staring directly at them. Tommy 
glanced up at the alien. What had he called himself? An enderian or endrian or something 
like that? “I— I can go get you some food for you too if you’d like—” 


Tommy didn’t give him a chance to continue. Just like when he walked all the way over here, 
he had no idea what was motivating him to just... walk. Maybe it was the acceptance of the 
fact that he really was never going home, maybe it was how fucking sick and tired he was of 
being alone. Whatever it was, it drove him forward once more, crossing the short gap 
between himself and Ranboo and wrapping his arms around the endrians torso, leaning his 
head against his chest. 


Ranboo cut himself off with surprised chirruping noise, one that Tommy hadn’t heard him 
make before. He felt tense against Tommy’s touch, and after a few seconds of silence, 
Tommy made to pull away. 


Only Ranboo didn’t let him. 


Ranboo’s huge ass hands and too-long arms wrapped around Tommy, reciprocating the hug, 
even if it was a bit awkward. But it was a hug. 


“Okay,” Ranboo murmured, more likely to himself than to Tommy. “We can do this instead.” 


And Tommy— 


Tommy was grateful for it, almost. 


There was something about comfort from the aliens that felt wrong, that felt like a kind of 
betrayal to the people that he had left behind. The family he had been taken from against his 
will. 


It was a ridiculous thought. Of course if was. Tommy wouldn’t be surprised if his entire 
family thought him dead at this point, in how ever many months or years since he’d been 
stolen from earth. They had every right to. No one would seriously consider alien abduction 
as a reason for someone going missing. 


Yet here he was, and Tommy couldn’t go back. 


A low rumbling noise came from Ranboo’s chest, and Tommy tensed for a moment, 
shoulders hiking up to his ears. It took him a moment to recognize the sound, or at least 
compare it to. It kinda sounded like a cat’s purr, lighter and more higher pitched than 
Techno’s deeper, gruffer one. 


He’d never heard Ranboo purr before. Tommy hadn’t even known that Ranboo could. 


Regardless, it was... comforting. In some weird way. Somehow, Tommy took comfort in it. 
In an environment where he was deprived of all the people he loved, all the things he knew, it 
wasn’t exactly surprising that he was taking comfort in strange situations. Hell, Tommy had 
fallen asleep to Techno’s purring half a dozen times by now, it wasn’t too strange to feel a 
similar sense of security from Ranboo’s. 


He let his eyes droop, leaning a bit further into the touch with a sigh. Ranboo didn’t seem too 
bothered by this, adjusting his grip to compensate without even a brief pause in his purring. 


“Can I—” Ranboo’s voice was a bit odd, likely because he was keeping up the purr while 
talking. Tommy blinked his eyes open, pulling back ever so slightly and loosening his grip on 
the alien just a bit. “Wait, you can stay there if you need to!” the endrian said quickly, 
tightening his own hold, which was a bit of surprise, honestly. “It’s just... do you need me to 
do anything? I can— I can still get the food if you want some— or need—” 


Tommy grumbled slightly and tightened his grip. “Shut up. You ramble too much.” 


Ranboo made the little chirping noise again. “Okay then,” he said, almost in answer even 
though he couldn’t possibly have known what Tommy had actually said. He relaxed a bit 
further into the hug. “Okay. We can stay like this.” 


Good. Because Tommy was not in any mood to move. 


thoughts trembling like distant unspoken lies 
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Sam swallowed, staring down at the table in front of him. His mouth felt dry, hands trembling 
and clammy, and his breaths came in fast and short. It was taking everything in him to keep 
the tears welling up in his eyes from falling down his cheeks, to stop himself from sobbing 
out loud, even though he was sure he hadn’t actually sobbed in months. 


“Obviously, with it being incomplete, we can’t be sure of much.” The medical examiner, the 
morgue director, the forensic scientist, or whatever the fuck he was called, had a completely 
level tone as he spoke. Like this was a normal occurrence for him and he did it every day in 
their tiny, rural county. As if Tommy’s disappearance wasn’t the biggest news to happen in 
their county in the past five years. 


Seemed perfectly professional, a mask of calm and collectedness. Like there wasn’t a table 
between them that wasn’t going to completely change the course of Sam’s life. 


“And of course we can’t rule out a lot of things, like the cause of death,” the man said. “From 
what I can tell with what we have, there was minimal trauma to the skull. Nothing enough to 
be fatal, but too serious to have been scavengers. It’s all minor fracturing in the frontal bone, 
see here?” the medical examiner used a thin tool that looked oddly like a pen to point out a 
crack so small that Sam could barely see it. 


His eyes followed the pen listlessly, not a word so much as peeling from his lips. 


“That, unfortunately, is all I can tell from what we have access to,” the medical examiner 
said. “Only a partial skull, some ribs, an intact collarbone, a few phalanges, three vertebrae, 
and several partial bone fragments. That’s not enough to do much other than confirm that its 
human, and the age of both the person the skeleton belonged to, and the skeleton itself.” 


Sam’s throat worked, jaw clenched tight and lips pressed together in a thin line. “And you’re 
sure?” he said, his voice weak. It scratched the inside of his throat as the words crawled their 
way up, ripping him open from he inside. He didn’t want to know the answer. Fuck. He really 
didn’t want to know. 


But he had to. 


They wouldn’t have called him all the way out here if they hadn’t thought there was a chance 
that— that this was— that the goddamn pile of bones in front of them was Tommy. Or had 
been Tommy. 


It had only been a few fucking weeks since they said they were practically closing Tommy’s 
case. Not even a single fucking month. Just a few weeks. And then what did he wake up to 
this morning? A call from the police department asking him to come in, with a new 
development on the case. 


“T’m sorry?” the medical examiner asked, and Sam forced his eyes to look up at the man. His 
eyes were deep-set in his face, the kind of shade of brown that was too dark to see his pupils. 
The glasses he wore were so thick that they made the eyes behind them look alien and almost 
bug-like. 


Sam/’s mouth was too dry. He wet his lips with a parched tongue and tried to force the words 
back out. They dug into his throat again, pulling at his insides as they crawl upwards. 


“You’re sure?” His voice was even scratchier than before, the itch to clear his throat present 
in the back of his mind, but he kept it behind his tongue. “You’re sure he’s... he’s mine? He’s 
Tommy?” 


The silence that ensued after Sam’s hesitant question almost gave him hope. The medical 
examiner’s sallowed, wrinkled skin tightened as his too-thin lips pulled into a grimace. 
Crooked and yellowed teeth curling from his gums as he opened his mouth, and then closed it 
tight again. 


The seconds that drew out were like torture. Yanking at Sam’s chest and squeezing his heart, 
wrapping around his lungs and tightening until he couldn’t breathe. Yet as each one continued 
on, they fed into the tiny little flame of hope that was nestled in between his ribs. 


As impossible as it was, the longer the medical examiner hesitated, the more Sam could hope 
that the pile of bones in front of him wasn’t his son. 


As it turned out though, it wasn’t even the medical examiner that spoke next. It was the 
police officer next to him, the one who had been silent up until now. Sam, for the life of him, 
could never remember her name, even though she had been the one to help him through 
Tommy’s case. 


“We’re fairly certain of it, aren’t we, Dr. Urchin?” The officer asked, and the medical 
examiner didn’t respond right away, so she continued. “The skeleton was found just a few 
miles from Tommy’s last known location. If I remember right, you said the age and gender of 
the skeleton was the same as Tommy’s, correct?” 


Dr. Urchin fumbled with his words for a moment. “Well I— Yes. Indeed. The— the true age 
of a skeleton is hard to determine, of course, but his age at the time of death would be within 
Thomas’ range, yes. And he is— ah, male. Even with only a partial skull, the sex is not 
difficult to determine from the skull’s shape.” 


“But you aren’t sure,” Sam said, a little louder. The desperation in his voice was much more 
evident than he would’ve liked, but he was too tired to care. 


“We’ve had a DNA test ordered,” Officer Whatsherface cut off the doctor when he opened 
his mouth to answer. “It'll take some time to come back, of course. But we are fairly certain 
that it won’t reveal anything we don’t already know. Genetic sampling of bone fragments is 
difficult. Doesn’t give off the best results. Right, doctor?” 


“Yes, DNA from bone can be fickle, a clear reading will be unlikely,” the doctor said 
hurriedly. 


“And we do still have a considerable amount of belief in that this is, unfortunately, Tommy,” 
the police officer said, smoothly. Her smile seemed sympathetic at first glance, but it felt 
anything but. It didn’t reach her eyes, too forced to be genuine. It rubbed Sam the wrong way, 
like she was... lying. 


But why someone would lie about any of this was just... unfathomable. Tommy’s 
disappearance was the first major case their county had in just under a decade. The most the 
police ever had to deal with was the occasional car accident or drunken teenage parties. The 
idea that they would lie about something that big... regarding Sam’s son. 


She couldn’t be lying. No one in their right mind would do that. 


“We just want you to be aware of the situation and prepared for what will happen next in the 
case that this is Tommy,” the officer said, her voice smooth, almost too sympathetic. It 
dripped with honey to the point that it was making Sam practically sick. ““J—* 


“T am prepared,” Sam said quickly, cutting her off with a sharp tone. It wasn’t quite a snap, 
but it was close enough. He wasn’t sure how much more of her too-sweet tone he could take. 
“It... I... 1am prepared. For that outcome, at least.” Sam ignored the fact that he was 
definitely not prepaid for that. “I would— I’d like to go now. Please.” He couldn’t take 
staring at a pile of bones, bones that could very well be his son, any more. That was for sure. 


“Of course you’re free to go,” the officer said, faux-sweetly. “I know this is very difficult for 
you. We’ll be in contact when the DNA results come back.” 


“Yeah,” Sam said shortly. “Okay. Thank you.” He kept his eyes away from the table, away 
from the bones. Away from his son, potentially. 


How the hell was he going to tell the kids? 


Sam pulled into the long driveway of the house and turned off the car, parking right behind 
the beater from where it had been sat, collecting dust, for nine months. After it had been 
investigated, Old Betsy had been given back to them, but the knowledge of it being the last 
thing that Tommy had touched, had been seen in, made Sam not want to even look at it, much 
less fix it or drive it. Yet he didn’t have the heart to get rid of it, so it was still there, parked in 
front of the garage. 


He sat in his car for a minute before he could work up the nerve to get out, to walk up the 
steps to the front porch. Hannah and Boomer were supposed to be at school, though Sam 
would bet that they were either inside the house or out in the woods somewhere. The both of 
them were passing their classes now, if barely, after an intervention between Sam, Ponk, and 
their teachers in a desperate plea to keep them from having to repeat their freshman year. As 


long as they did remedial classes over the summer, their numerous absences would be 
overlooked as well. 


Though, they tended to abuse that privilege, and were barely found at school at all anymore. 
Sam didn’t have the energy to fight them on it though. 


He hesitated before putting his key in the front door, hovering just an inch or two in front of it 
with shaking hands. He didn’t— how the hell was he going to look them in the eyes, after all 
the work they did to pull up their grades, after they finally started seeming to be doing better, 
and say their older brother might actually be dead? 


Sam forced his hand forward, turning the key and unlocking the door with a click. He stepped 
into the house and shut the door behind him, glancing towards the living room. 


Hannah was curled up on the couch, laptop in her lap, and glanced up at him, giving him a 
curious look. “Where were you?” she asked. “I woke up about an hour ago and you were 
gone. You said you weren’t going into work today.” 


Sam swallowed, putting his keys in the bowl on the dining table with the rest of the sets. 
Ponk’s were missing, he noticed. 


“Where’s— uh,” Sam cut himself off for a moment, before continuing. “Where’s your 
brother?” 


“He actually went to school this morning, if you can believe it,” Hannah said lightheartedly, 
closing her laptop and shifting it off of her lap. “I was surprised too. He woke me up on 
accident when he was leaving for the bus. Said something about wanting to go see a friend 
when I asked. I fell back asleep afterwards, so I don’t really remember much.” 


**And— and Ponk?” 


“His shift at the clinic, remember?” Hannah reminded him. “He’ll be back tonight. He’s on 
first shift today.” 


“Right.” 


“You never answered my question, by the way.” 


Sam hummed slightly and looked away. This was it, this was when he had to admit it. That 
Tommy’s body, or part of it, might have been found. That Tommy was dead. Well and truly. 
Or at least might be. His mouth opened, and the words got stuck in his throat, practically 
choking him. 


“T just needed to wrap up a couple things at the office,” is what comes out of Sam’s mouth. 
Not an apologetic admittance of the truth. Not the news that would destroy all the tentative 
progress that the twins have made. No. A lie. “That was all. I thought it would take me an 
hour at most, that’s why I didn’t wake you, but it took a bit longer. Sorry.” 


Hannah gave him a weird look, halfway between skeptical and relieved. A mixture that Sam 
honestly hadn’t seen before on her. “Don’t worry, I as just curious. I’m not gonna lay into you 
or anything.” She gave a halfhearted laugh, but it didn’t feel genuine. “Are you okay?” 


“What?” 


“Are you okay?” she repeated herself, this ttme somehow seeming even more worried than 
before. “You look... well, to put it simply, you look like shit.” 


“Thanks,” Sam deadpanned. 


“T aim to be honest,” she said, flipping open her laptop open again. “Seriously. Are you 
okay?” 


The remnants of the skull that he’d been staring at not even an hour ago flashed through 
Sam’s mind, practically burning itself into his eyelids. Even the thought that it was Tommy’s 
made nausea flood into his gut. 


“I’m fine,” was what he forced out. “Just tired. Don’t worry about me.” Sam was across the 
room before he even really noticed, planting a hand on Hannah’s hair and ruffling it, causing 
her own hands to fly up and slap his away with an incomprehensible protest. 


“Somebody’s got to,” she grumbled, but she was smiling. 


“T have plenty of people worrying over me,” Sam said. “I don’t need you to. It’s my job to 
worry about you, not the other way around.” He sighed, ignoring the way he could still 
picture the skull, could feel his stomach rolling at the thought of it. “I’ve got some work to 
do, I'll be in my room, okay? Holler if you need me.” 


“T will,” Hannah said, eyes already training on her laptop once again. 


Walking away and to his room feels like a finality, kind of like failure. Like he did something 
wrong. Like he had given up. 


He kept walking anyway. Even tough he felt like he was about to burst into tears, even 
though his son could very well be the pile of bones he had just seen. Even though he had to 
lie to his daughter over this, because he had no idea how it would affect her and Boomer. 


How the hell was he going to explain this to them? How was he going to look them both in 
their eyes for the second time in a year and tell them that their brother could very well be 
dead? It had been hard enough when he had told them Tommy had gone missing, but now? 
After all these months? 


And George... they still haven’t spoken. He knew that him and the twins still talked, and 
even Alex has mentioned speaking to him at least every now and then. But no matter how 


many times Sam sent him a text, or called, they would all go unanswered. Texts read, 
voicemails listened to, but never answered. 


Alex and him talk at least, but barely. He hadn’t seen either of them in months. Who knows if 
they would even believe him if that pile of bones was actually Tommy, and if he had to tell 
them in that case. 


Sam closed the door to his bedroom behind him, and as soon as he did, he felt his legs give 
out. His knees hit the floor and he slapped a hand over his mouth, muffling the quiet sob that 
forced its way out. He stifled the next one the best he could, swallowing it down and away 
before it could become audible. 


It was like a dam that broke, tears flowing down his cheeks and spilling from his eyes. He 
didn’t dare let himself sob, lest Hannah hear it, even if she was across the house. His breath 
stuttered, heaving in his chest, as he cried, but it was silent, or at least barely. 


Tommy wasn’t dead. Tommy couldn’t— he couldn’t be dead. He couldn’t be the one on that 
table, reduced into an incomplete, broken pile of bones. That wasn’t his son. It couldn’t be. 


It couldn’t be Tommy. 


It wasn t. 


It wasn’t. 
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The door to the living room of the ship slid open when Ranboo waved his hand in front of it, 
just a step ahead of Tommy. He still wasn’t sure why he had followed the endrian all the way 
up here. Maybe at the promise of food? 


No, it definitely wasn’t that, but Tommy was going to pretend that it was, for his own sake. 


Regardless, Ranboo beckoned him to come with him, even though Tommy was planning to 
do that anyways, before stepping into the room. Tommy followed with only a moment of 
hesitation, pinching the sleeve of the shirt sleeve he was wearing as it fell over his hands. He 
rubbed the fabric between his finger and thumb as a way to fidget, especially as he stepped 
into view of the rest of the crew. 


His gaze was trained on the floor, so he could feel, but not see, the stares of all of them 
burning into him. 


But he didn’t come up here to keep staring at the floor like a kid who got caught stealing 
candy from his siblings’ Halloween bucket. He... wasn’t sure what he came up here for, but 
it sure wasn’t that. 


Tommy flicked his gaze up, setting his expression to be something stony, hard, pissed off, 
even though in reality he was too tired for all of that. He’s had hours to be angry, and after 
spending all that time in a cold as fuck room with nothing but his thoughts, Tommy didn’t 
have the energy to have that same anger now. 


He honestly thought they would be more spread out in the room, mostly because of how the 
different seating places were placed. He was surprised, just a bit, to find them all on the 
couch-like cushion pile thing. Almost. Wilbur was sat on the floor, to the side of the 
cushions, while Tubbo, Phil, and Techno were all sat on the cushions. And sure enough, they 
were staring at him, like Tommy had been able to tell earlier. 


He still wasn’t the best at reading their expressions, but he liked to think that the four of them 
looked at least a little bit sorry for themselves. Tubbo looked especially guilty, wings folded 
downwards and antennae drooping over his face. 


“Toh-me I—” Tubbo tried to say, but he shut up when Tommy swiveled to glare at him in 
particular. Apparently his “I’m pissed as fuck at you” face was universal across all of the 


alien species. That, or they learned to recognize when he was upset instead of treating him 
like a pathetically moping dog. 


They were getting better at that, though. Treating him like a person instead of a wayward, 
unruly pet. 


“I’m not hear to listen to your excuses, or your apologies,” Tommy said shortly, ignoring the 
confused looks that he got from all four of them in response to his words. “I don’t want your 
sympathy. I want answers.” 


All of them gave him blank looks. Which to be fair, Tommy had expected. He wasn’t using 
the tablet or anything, just speaking plain old English. They didn’t understand anything he 
was saying because they didn’t know the language, not because they didn’t know what he 
was talking about. 


So he pulled the tablet out from underneath his arm and turned it on, flipping quickly to the 
words that he wanted. 


“Tubbo said I no go back,” the simplistic words made Tommy want to scream. He was so 
fucking done with talking like a baby to be able to get his point across. “I want know why.” 


That seemed to get through to them, if the way that Phil rustled his feathers, Techno leaned 
back against the cushions, and Wilbur made a soft whistling like sound from where he was 
still sat on the floor. 


“You’re entitled to that, I'll admit it,” Phil said, slowly, carefully. Feathers twitched on huge 
dark wings, and Tommy realized he never actually considered how big his wings actually are. 
Big enough to fly surely. Big enough to stretch out and brush against the walls of the room 
and then some. 


He couldn’t stretch out his wings, not fully, not really. Tommy wondered, distantly, if that 
gave Phil the same kind of claustrophobia that he himself had in the kennel. Even if Phil had 
the opportunity to leave when he wanted to, wasn’t trapped like Tommy had been. 


“Wilbur do you want to...?” Phil asked, glancing over at the alien in question. “The medical 
bits, at least.” 


“At least you gave me the easy part,” Wilbur grumbled slightly, his ear-spikes flicking 
upwards. “Well. From our understanding, and feel free to correct me if I’m wrong on 
anything, terrans are oxygen based lifeforms, like most others. Terra, however, has an 
atmosphere that is merely twenty percent oxygen. Our ship runs at twenty five percent, as did 


the poacher’s ship. We don’t one hundred percent know the affects of high oxygen 
concentration on terrans, but if it’s anything like the reactions from other species...” Wilbur 
trailed off. “Your body has most likely adapted to the increased oxygen in the air that you’re 
breathing, and returning you to a lower oxygen environment could overwhelm your system. 
It could very well kill you.” 


That made... some sense at least. Tommy had heard about oxygen and how it could fuck you 
up if you breathed too much or too little of it. He also remembered something about how a 
high oxygen content could improve... efficiency. Endurance, physical strength, what have 
you. It had been in some article he had read for a research paper ages and ages ago. Maybe 
back in middle school. 


It explained some things. Like how even when he was half-starved he was able to smash a 
translating speaker thing into a billion pieces with a simple throw. Like how with venom 
coursing through his veins he was able to kill two massive fucking aliens with— not with 
ease per say but definitely with some relative ease. 


“Besides the oxygen, we also believe that gravity is a bit different on Terra than it is here,” 
Wilbur continued. “From our calculations, Terra’s gravity is stronger than the standardized 
gravity on most spacecraft by about twelve percent, we believe. It’s not a lot, but based off of 
the medscan we got from you when you were sick and the medscan we have of a different 
terran, we believe the difference is still affecting you. The lighter gravity could effect blood 
flow, bone strength, muscle density. Your body has gotten used to a lighter pull of 
gravitational force, returning to something even an eighth larger than our current gravity 
could put too much strain on your organs. It would kill you.” 


Tommy wasn’t a hundred percent convinced with that one. He’d heard about how astronauts 
had adverse affects after spending extended time in zero gravity, so it wasn’t impossible that 
a Slightly smaller gravitational pull would hurt him in some way, but he wasn’t entirely sure 
on the whole “it could kill him” part. It was just gravity. 


Though, after everything else Tommy had gone through, after everything that had stopped 
him from reaching home, he wouldn’t be surprised anymore. 


“Now there’s also the, um, diplomatic issues.” Phil was the one who spoke this time, Wilbur 
seemingly done with the medical part. “Terra completes its revolutions around a yellow 
dwarf star with eight other planets, all of which don’t contain any life. That system is in the 
same galaxy as one other planetary power, Vohid.” 


That was the one Ranboo had been told him about, the one that Ranboo had grown up in. The 
one that had bought Tubbo like some kind of pet. 


“Vohid, in short, is a... very strong planetary power,” Phil said. “It has two sapient species 
that live there, and while both species are almost always at war, they have major influence 
over the other powers. They control the majority of the space in your galaxy, to the point that 
it would be near impossible to get to Terra without entering the space that they control. I 
would actually say it was impossible if not for the fact that an Asempii ship was able to get in 
and out with twenty-four terrans without being caught by Vohidrian officials.” 


“Getting through Vohidrian airspace is difficult in itself.” Techno spoke next, Phil falling 
silent with a twitch of his feathers. “They require an in depth search of any starship that 
crosses into space they control. It wouldn’t be a problem, if we didn’t have people to hide.” 
Tommy glanced at Ranboo out of the corner of his eye, even as Techno continued. “Both 
Ranboo and Tubbo have active bounties on their heads that were placed by the endrian 
council on Vohid. If they were found on the ship, they would be taken, and we would be 
killed for harboring them.” 


“Even if they weren’t on the ship, you would still be found on board, and the likelihood of 
them allowing us to take you home is slim to none,” Phil said. “The endrian high council and 
the shulk queen are not merciful. You would more likely be taken as a pet or a science project 
than them allowing you to return to Terra. Stars know if they haven’t taken other terrans from 
the planet before, I wouldn’t doubt it if they had. They’re the only ones with access to it, no 
one being able to stop them.” 


Tommy was silent, hands clenched tightly around the tablet in an effort to disguise how badly 
they were trembling. His lips were pressed tightly together, to the point that if he even wanted 
to speak, he wasn’t sure if he could. There wasn’t anything to say, at least nothing that he 
could think of. 


“But someone got in.” Tommy’s tongue seemed to loosen, words spilling from his lips even if 
he couldn’t be understood. “Someone got in, got through, and they got me and twenty-three 
other people out. All without running into these... “vohidrians” catching them. So there’s a 
way. Even if it’s difficult, there’s a way. Right?” 


No one responded to him, as usual. They were all staring at him though, Ranboo too. They 
looked expectant, waiting for his response, but almost nervous as well, as if they were scared 
of what he would actually do. 


Tommy couldn’t— he couldn’t process this. 


Maybe it was the way his brain had become wired after he was kidnapped. Maybe it was just 
because he was actively refusing to believe it even after all that they had told him, hanging 
onto the smallest glimmers of hope that he could go home and see his family again, feel the 
grass between his toes and the sun on his face, breathe air that doesn’t taste like it had been 
recycled a thousands times over. 


They had told him they couldn’t get him in. And Tommy wasn’t about to try his luck with 
different aliens who could possibly take him back, because in his opinion, he got lucky with 
these ones. Lucky that they didn’t sell him off to this Vohid, or Asempii, the ones that 
originally taken him. 


His eyes flicked to the floor, staring at the smooth, unmarked gray with a numb feeling 
crawling up his chest. He couldn’t even be angry anymore. It was just... nothing. Tommy had 
spent ages being angry, sitting out in the cold storage room. He didn’t have that kind of 
energy anymore. 


It wasn’t fair. 


Tommy just wanted to go home. But they couldn’t take him home, and his odds of finding 
someone who could and would were next to none. 


“Toh-me?” Tubbo asked, gently. He sounded worried, which Tommy could get. He hadn’t 
exactly responded in a way they could understand in a little bit. 


He wasn’t thinking about that, though. Even through the numbness that was starting to creep 
its way through his body, he could feel a flare of annoyance. Tommy had never actually felt 
annoyed that they couldn’t pronounce his name correctly. That was what happened in a 
language barrier, it was understandable. 


But he wanted to hear his name. Not a weird version of his name that sounded like somebody 
was asking him to “toe” them, whatever that was supposed to mean. He just wanted to hear 
his name. It wasn’t that big of a deal to ask, right? 


“It’s Tommy,” he said, voice thick with an emotion that even he couldn’t place. “Zommy. Not 
—‘ his voice suddenly died in his throat, and Tommy had to force the words back up, feeling 


them practically claw at his insides as they did so. “Not “Toh-me”. Zommy. 


They really just stared at him for a second, a beat of confusion, or hesitation, whatever it was. 
All five members effectively just stared at him in response to his words for a moment, or two. 


“Tommy,” Wilbur said slowly, the word slightly scratchy and his eyes squinting slightly, as if 
he was having some trouble with it. There was a bit of a strain in the way that he spoke, like 
he didn’t quite have the ability to pronounce those sounds, one that wasn’t present in all the 
other times he had said his name before. 


But Tommy didn’t care. The sound of his own name, unhindered by any misspoken syllable, 
drained the tension out of his shoulders in a heartbeat. Relief flooded through him, stress 
slipping out of his body like sand through his fingers, and he didn’t even know why. It just 
did. 


It was kind of sad that he was reacting this way to something as simple as his name of all 
things. He had grown up with it, even in different iterations. “Tom” to his Nan. “Thomas” to 
all the foster parents he had before. “Tommy”, the affectionate nickname given to him by 
Sam on the first day they had met. 


(“You dont feel like a Thomas,” Sam had said casually, as they walked up the stairs to 
Tommy ’s new room for that very first time, right after being dropped at Sam’s doorstep with a 


mere hours’ warning to the man beforehand. “It feels stuffy on you,” Sam had laughed then, 
a short, little thing. “I don t know how else to describe it.” 


Tommy had kept his mouth shut tight, rebellious in the way only a twelve year old who just 
got yanked from one home to the next could be. He had seen Sam's attempt at conversation 
and did not want to engage, keeping his lips sealed so that way he could shut this down as 
soon as possible. 


“How about a nickname? Only if you’re comfortable, of course,’’ Sam had suggested after 
the silence that had lapsed when Tommy didn t respond. “You feel more like a Tom to me.” 


“Not Tom,” Tommy had snapped, almost immediately. Other foster parents had tried to call 
him that before, but he refused to answer to it. Only his Nan got to call him that, and after she 
died, no one had the right. He would rather respond to “Thomas”, a name that he loathed, 
than for anyone to call him Tom. 


Sam paused for a moment. “Okay then. How about Tommy?” 


Tommy had said nothing at the time, but he had liked the idea of Tommy the moment that Sam 
had said it. He had entertained the idea of it before their meeting, but never took it seriously. 


Thomas was already the name that everyone called him, there was no point in trying to shove 
a new one over himself. 


He hadnt said anything, but he gave Sam a short, almost curt nod in response to the idea. 


“Alright,” Sam had said, pausing in his walking and turning around to face him. He had 
extended a hand and smiled. “Nice to meet you, Tommy.”’) 


Tommy had ignored him at time, staring blankly at Sam’s hand before his dad had awkwardly 
turned back around and continued towards Tommy’s room. Now, he would give anything to 
go back there, to just hear Sam say his name again. 


But he couldn’t. He would never get the chance. 
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“What were the results for that DNA test I had you send out?” 


“Inconclusive, like I said they would be. You cant pull accurate and complete DNA strands 
from a partial skeleton. It wasn t the kid you’re looking for anyway. The remains are about 
ten years too old for that.” 


“Shit.” 


“You already knew that it wasn t that kid when you ordered the DNA test. I told you that it 
couldn t be before you even called that guy down here. What was his name? Nook or 
something like that?” 


“Something like that. Yeah, I know. I mostly only ordered one to give the guy some hope that 
his kid wasn t dead.” 


“But we have no proof that the kid is dead. This isn t his skeleton, we know that.” 


“His family doesnt.” 


I 


“You've got to be kidding me.’ 


“Tt’s not up to me. Having a missing persons case left open for months because we cant find 
the damn kid looks bad. The county started putting pressure on us to find the kid or make it 
look like we did. The sheriff made the call to make it look like we did, so that’s what we’ve 
got to do.” 


“So you’re allowing a kid’s family believe that he’s dead just because you dont have the guts 
to stand up to your boss. And you dont know if that the kid is out there somewhere, waiting to 


get back to his family, because you’re no longer looking for him.” 


“Tt sounds bad when you phrase it like that, but I don t have a choice.’ 


“No, you do, you just already made up your mind.” 


“Do you know how bad it looks for the county that this case has gone on for so long without 


any leads? The media has been on the sheriff's ass, and mine too, about finding this damn 
kid, but yet we have nothing. No evidence at all. I’m honestly surprised the higher ups waited 


this long to start wrapping things up.” 


“You can t honestly be justifving this.” 


“Don t act all high and mighty. You’re in this too you know, your ass is on the line just the 
same as the rest of ours. Are you gonna be the one to tell that family that the skeleton we 
found isn t actually their sons? That he’s still out there somewhere and that no one is looking 


for him?” 


“Thats what I thought. Dont be a hypocrite. I have a call to make.” 


Tommy wasn’t sure what, or who’s, room he was in, but he was definitely in one of the 
crew’s rooms. There was a carved inlet in the corner that seemed to be some kind of bed, and 
one whole wall seemed to be a giant window that expanded outward into a bubble like shape, 
large enough for Tommy to lay in the crook of comfortably. The rest of the walls were blank 
and smooth, save for the door that led out into the hallway, directly across from the big 
bubble window. 


The crew had really just led him in here without a word after their earlier conversation. Once 
he’d gone silent, after the whole name fiasco, Wilbur had essentially grabbed him and 
brought him in here without an explanation, not that Tommy had fought him on it. 


Did he know why he was in here? No. Did he complain about it or try to leave at all? Also 
no. This room was a hell of a lot better than if he had stayed in the cargo hold. At least it was 
warm in here, and it had blankets that he stole from the bed area and wrapped himself up in. 


This was someone’s bedroom, clearly, but he had no idea who’s. It wasn’t Tubbo or Ranboo’s 
shared space, since Tommy had actually found his way in there before. Nor was it the high- 
ceilinged bedroom that he had fallen into in his escape from the medbay through the vent 
shafts, there had been two beds in there, one close to the ground and one higher up on the 
wall. That made Tommy assume it was Phil’s, unless Techno or Wilbur could scale perfectly 
smooth walls or were secretly hiding wings. 


This room was smaller than Tubbo and Ranboo’s, narrower. Tommy was sure that if he stood 
in the middle of the room, he could probably stretch his arms out and just barely not be able 
to touch the walls with his fingertips. 


This felt too cramped to be Phil’s anyway, what with his giant wingspan and all. If Tommy 
had those huge wings, he would feel claustrophobic as fuck in here. So, not likely to be 
Phil’s. That left Wilbur and Techno, both of which seemed to have an equal chance of having 
this kind of room, at least to Tommy. 


Regardless, once Tommy had been led in here, the whole crew had left him be. He hadn’t 
had any of them knock on the door, or try to talk to him, or anything like that. They just 
seemed to be giving him space, like they had done when he had locked himself in the cargo 
bay. 


He didn’t know how long he had been in here, really, but it felt like a couple hours. Soon 
after arriving he had really just snatched the blankets off of the bed and curled up on the 
floor, looking out the window, out in space. 


Tommy was pretty sure he dozed off at one point, watching the stars swirl by. He could still 
see the red and gold planet from before, popping in and out of view with the bigger, lavender 
gas giant-looking planet behind it. Every now and then he could see a flash of something 
metallic, like a satellite or something like that. 


It got dizzying every now and then, watching the space outside move and spin like that, but it 
was beautiful to watch. Plus it was the only thing that could really entertain him from in here. 
It wasn’t like there was an alien TV or computer or something like that. He had the tablet, but 
it really only worked as his ability to communicate. If there was another use for it, he didn’t 
know it. 


The lights in the room had gone from bright to dim at some point when he was asleep. That’s 
the only reason why he knew that a decent amount of time had passed since he first came in 
here. 


He wasn’t complaining about being in here though. While it did feel a bit like they were 
locking him up again, it was comfier this time at the very least. And it had a much better 
view than the plain, white and gray walls as in his last little jail cell. He hadn’t tried the door 
to see if they had actually locked him in, though, so he very well could be allowed to leave 
this time. Plus there was always the fact that he could climb through the vents again. The 
vent in this room was close to the ground, so he should be able to squeeze himself in easily 
enough. 


So, yes, while he was pretty much being locked up again, Tommy didn’t particularly care. He 
was comfortable, and he was being left alone. That was good enough. 


Although, Tommy wasn’t exactly sure if he’d rather be left alone or if he wanted one of the 
crew to be in here with him. 


A sharp tapping sound rang out from the door behind him, jolting Tommy’s nerves and 
making him jerk around, shoulders hiked up to his ears. His heart pounded in his chest, 
fingers digging into the fabric of one of the blankets as he pulled it tighter around himself. 


He didn’t know why such a simple sound triggered his fight-or-flight so badly, feeling kind of 
foolish as he stared at the still-closed door. Still, his heart kept racing, breath shaking, even 
without an obvious cause. 


The tapping sound happened again, from directly on the closed door, on the other side. It 
sounded almost like someone knocking, if the person knocking was using some kind of metal 
pipe instead of their knuckles. 


“Toh-me? I mean— Tommy?” The last word was awkward-sounding in Tubbo’s throat, even 
muffled through the door. At least he was trying to actually pronounce Tommy’s name right, 
though. He was grateful for that. “You—, um, are you awake in there? It’s been quite a while, 
and we haven’t heard anything from you at all. And you haven’t left. So...” 


Tommy kept himself silent, staring dully at the door, feeling his heart rate start to slow from 
where it had been jackrabbiting at his ribcage. 


“Tommy, please,” Tubbo’s voice had an edge to it now. Desperate, almost. Pleading. “I... 
Listen. Please.” 


Tommy furrowed his brows. Those last two words sounded... different. They didn’t have the 
same quality as the rest of his sentence. Like they were... clearer, somehow. Even if they 
sounded accented and mispronounced. Like how Wilbur sounded when he spoke English. 


But Tubbo didn’t know any English. The only word Tommy had ever heard Tubbo say in 
English was “hello”, and that had been ages ago. Weeks, maybe. 


Not only that, but not even Wilbur knew those words. At least, if they did, Wilbur had never 
said them to him, not that Tommy could remember. 


“How—* Tommy started to mumble, just underneath his breath. He turned a bit further until 
he was actually angled towards the door instead of peering over his shoulder, the blanket 
around him falling loose and gathering around his elbows instead of his shoulders. 


There was a bit of shifting from behind the door. “So you’re awake?” Tubbo asked, and 
Tommy could hear a short buzzing that followed, like Tubbo was moving his wings really 
fast like he did when he was excited. “I— uh, you listen please? Am I saying that right? I 
hope so. You listen please?” 


Tommy shifted, pushing his legs underneath himself and standing up, feeling his knees 
wobble a bit. Invisible ants crawled up his legs, both of them having fallen asleep underneath 
him at some point since his arrival. With slow, shuffling steps, he crossed the room, leaning 
against the door and pressing his ear to it to better hear the other side, still silent. 


“You listen please?’ Tubbo pleaded, and it definitely sounded like English, not the weird 
translated version of English that Tommy got when they spoke to him in their language. No, 
this was real English, the only thing sticking out being Tubbo’s odd accent. Not that Tommy 
was going to judge in that matter, he’s sure his own accent in the alien language was fucking 
awful. 


“I’m listening,” Tommy finally said, loud enough to be heard through the door, but not much 
louder than that. He didn’t feel like yelling, didn’t feel like talking in general, but he didn’t 
want to be an asshole and ignore Tubbo. 


Tubbo is silent, surprisingly, in the few moments following Tommy’s words. The only sound 
coming form the other side of the door being faint rustling as the alien presumably fidgeted 
with something, or maybe he was actually doing something. It wasn’t like Tommy could tell, 
but he had a feeling it was more just nervous fidgeting than anything purposeful. 


“T wanted to say that I’m sorry,” Tubbo blurted out, all in a rush like he had been trying to 
force himself into saying it this whole time. “I— er, J want apologize you.” 


“For what?” Tommy asked, easing himself down until he was sitting with his back against the 
door, staring out the window as space spun just outside. He had questions, mostly how the 
hell Tubbo was speaking English, but he could wait. He was kind of curious to see how much 
Tubbo knew already if he could form sentences like this. 


“For...”’ Tubbo seemed to hesitate, like he was searching for the right word. “Big... upset? 
What I said. You big upset now. I apologize.” 


Tommy pressed his lips together into a tight line, worrying the inside of his cheek between 
his teeth. He was silent for a second, then two, then three. The only thing he could hear was 
the sound of his own breathing and the distant, ever present mechanical hum that seemed to 
radiate through the ship. That, and the soft rustling of Tubbo from behind the door, fidgeting 
with something most likely. 


“How are you speaking English?” Tommy finally asks, deciding to change the subject rather 
than trying to broach that conversation. 


There was a pause, Tubbo seeming to hesitate for a moment before answering. “I didn’t get 
that. I— I recognize “how” and “you”, but— I don’t know the rest. I’m sorry. Could— could 
you rephrase that, maybe?” 


Tommy could get that. It wasn’t like Tubbo was a master of English, far from it, really, if you 
considered how simple the sentences were. Yet, still, Tubbo seemed to have more knowledge 
of English than Tommy did of the alien language, so he really wasn’t one to talk. 


“How...” Tommy trailed off for a moment, thinking to himself on how he could phrase it. 
Sentences had to be simple enough for Tubbo to understand, that was the only way this was 
going to work. “How you know my words?” He tried, hoping that Tubbo understood. 


“Your words?” Tubbo repeated, almost like a question, back to him. “Your language?” 


“Yes.” 


“T...”’ Tubbo started in English, but trailed off. “I connected to your implanted transmitter 
using my holoframe,” he admitted in his usual language. “To turn it off and on, and when I 
activated it in the first place back when you were first recovering from your sickness. It 
displays how our words have translated, what their equivalents are in Human. I’ve been 
teaching myself off of that.” 


“..huh,” was all Tommy really could think of to say to that. He was pretty sure that was a 
violation of his privacy, just a tad, considering the transmitter was supposedly in his head and 
all. Not exactly a good thing for someone to do without permission. “I mean... I suppose 
that’s clever.” 


It was clever, truly. Didn’t make it any less weird though, the fact that Tubbo could see every 
word that Tommy had heard in the past few months on what was essentially his phone. 


“Why are you here?” Tommy asks, bluntly, after another one of this conversation’s pauses. 
He was kind of getting sick of the long, silent moments between the two of them, even 


though at the start of this he hadn’t felt like he wanted to talk at all. Now, here he was, 
actively trying to continue this chat of theirs. Funny how like does that to him. 


“Why am I here?” Tubbo echoed. Tommy gave an affirmative grunt in reply, one that Tubbo 
seemed to at least partially understand because he continued just a second later. “7 want... I 
want you know.” 


“You want me know,” Tommy repeated skeptically. “You want me to know something?” 


“Yes,” Tubbo confirmed. “Ranboo said before. How we know some your hurt. It why I tell you 
how you no home. I—“ 


“Say in your words,” Tommy cut him off before he could continue. “It’s easier.” 


Tubbo paused. “Ranboo told you before that the both of us know what it’s like to never be 
able to go home. It isn’t... it’s not the same situation, and I understand that. I just wanted you 
to know that that’s why I told you. That’s why I told you about how you couldn’t go home. I 
know how it feels to be told that kind of thing, and I should have expected you to be upset.” 
He paused again, like he was considering his words. “I did expect you to be upset, but I 
should have expected that you would want to be alone. And I’m sorry if I was being... 


invasive, or if any of us were, trying to get you to come out of the cargo bay. And I’m sorry if 
I’m being invasive now by bothering you when you want to be alone—” 


Tommy almost felt bad, for cutting off Tubbo for the second time. Though, to be fair, this 
time it wasn’t actually on purpose. Tubbo could have kept talking if he wanted to, as Tommy 
slapped his hand on the side of the wall where the sensor was supposed to be, watching the 
door slide open from the corner of his eye. He felt it more than he saw it, as the steadiness 
behind his back disappeared. 


He turned around slowly, silently, until he was facing Tubbo while still sitting down, the 
blanket still pulled around his shoulders. 


The alien on the other side of the door seems surprised, shocked, a bit. Tommy was still 
having a bit of a rough time figuring out everybody’s facial expressions but he was rather 
sure that Tubbo was surprised, and sad, and probably something else more complicated that 
Tommy couldn’t wrangle out yet, but he would eventually. 


It wasn’t like he was going to go home or anything, so he had all the time in the world to 
figure out their expressions. 


Tubbo’s mandibles parted, human-like mouth opening to speak, but Tommy shook his head 
before the alien even could start. Tubbo’s mouth and mandibles quickly shut, the latter of the 
two making a sharp clicking noise from the force of which they did so. 


Tommy took a deep breath, avoiding Tubbo’s huge, dark eyes in favor of looking down at his 
hand. He raised it up, palm flat and out towards Tubbo, fingers spread, hovering in the space 
between them where the door had been just a moment earlier. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Tubbo’s eyes fixed on his hand as well, antennae 
twitching from where they lay flat, drooped over Tubbo’s face. He heard the alien’s wings 
buzz lightly, only catching the slightest flicker of motion for a brief second as they settled. 


Finally, after what could have only been several more moments of tense, pain-staking silence, 
Tubbo reached up his own hand and mirrored Tommy’s, their palms an inch apart, maybe 
even two or three, but certainly no more than that. So close, yet so far away. 


It was then that Tommy remembered just how small Tubbo was. The tips of Tubbo’s three 
fingers barely reached the second knuckle on Tommy’s own fingers. Tommy was a full head 
above the alien while they were sitting on the floor together, and that wasn’t even with 
Tommy sitting up straight. 


Tommy took another deep breath, slowing his fluttering heart, and closed the gap between 
their hands, pressing his palm against Tubbo’s. The alien twitched slightly, but didn’t pull 
back. 


Tubbo’s hand was almost... scaly. His palm was rough, but not enough to scrape at Tommy’s 
skin. Hard plating seemed to cover every inch of the delicate appendage, disappearing into 
the sleeve of the hoodie-like shirt that Tommy was pretty sure he had never seen Tubbo 
without at this point. Each of Tubbo’s three fingers and thumb was tipped with a small, thin, 
hooked claw, like the ones on the bottom of an insect’s feet to help them climb. It was weird, 
and they looked too thin to do much in a fight. 


Tommy slid his fingers in the gaps between Tubbo’s, the alien’s three fingers fitting perfectly 
between his four as Tommy interlocked their hands, fingers curled over the back of Tubbo’s 
scaly palm. 


Tubbo’s wings fluttered behind him, the movement only barely visible in the corner of 
Tommy’s eye as he kept his gaze on their... one-sided handhold. That was really the only 
way he knew how to describe it. 


He could recall doing something like this with Wilbur too, back when he first told them his 
name after he recovered from being sick. Wilbur hadn’t done anything at first either. 


Tommy, gently, squeezed Tubbo’s hand, flicking his gaze up to see Tubbo’s face, to gauge his 
reaction. 


The alien was holding himself stiffly, still staring at their intertwined hands with an odd look 
in his bug-like eyes. Tommy wondered, for a moment, if he had done something wrong by 
initiating this. Sure, it was just hand holding, but maybe hand holding was considered 
extremely offensive in Tubbo’s culture. He didn’t know. 


But then, slowly, Tubbo’s fingers lower, curling themselves around the back of Tommy’s 
palm until he was holding Tommy’s hand back. The little claws at the end of Tubbo’s fingers 
brushed against his skin, and it tickled a little bit, like if a bug was walking on him. 


Tubbo squeezed his hand back, lighter, more unsure than the one Tommy had done just a few 
moments earlier, before turning to look back at him. Their eyes met, but still no words were 
said. 


Tommy felt his lips peel back into a smile. 
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a final revelation (built on unknown lies) 


Chapter Summary 
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Chapter Notes 


Again, HEY. HEY YOU. THIS CHAPTER IS ABOUT DEATH. IF YOU ARENT 
COMFORTABLE READING THAT, SKIP TO THE END NOTES. A BRIEF 
SUMMARY WILL BE POSTED 


I know a lot of you don't read beginning notes, so I posted this same message in the 


chapter summary as well. Please head the warning. Please. If you don't want to read this 
chapter then that's fine, just skip to the end notes, a summary will be posted there. 


Be safe. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Sam’s phone rang in the middle of movie night. 


It startled everyone, including Sam himself, considering they were watching some cheesy 
horror movie from the early 2020s. A loud abrupt noise, like a phone ringing, in the middle 


of a tense horror movie scene was enough to spook anyone, even Boomer, who liked to claim 
that they were never scared by horror shows. 


It startled Sam because of how on edge he was anyway, not just because of the movie. 
George had come over that night, and was sitting just on the other couch. Things still seemed 
tense, though for reasons Sam couldn’t remember anymore, so it was already a volatile 
situation. After months of no contact, George reaching out and spending time at the house 
was monumental. The suddenness of his phone beginning to ring made him jump, perhaps 
more so than the others. 


“Sorry, sorry,” he mumbled, picking himself off the couch and pulling his phone out of his 
pocket. Hannah, who had the remote, paused the movie, making everyone’s heads swivel 
towards Sam expectantly. “Go ahead and hit play, I’m sure it’ll only be a minute,” he told her, 
glancing at his phone screen. He didn’t recognize the number. 


“But it’s getting to the good part,” Hannah insisted, Alex quickly chiming his own 
agreements from where he was sat on the floor by her feet, seeming to have gathered all the 
living room blankets into his lap in the process. 


Ponk was staring at him questioningly, but Sam waved him off, ignoring the way he could 
feel George’s eyes burning into his head. 


“T’ll be just a minute, sorry guys,” he tried to laugh it off as he slid the button to pick up the 
phone, raising it to his ear. Sam moved to go into the kitchen, opening his mouth to greet 
whoever was on the other end, but was cut off before he could do so. 


“Ts this Samuel W. Nook?” Asked the person on the other end of the line. Sam didn’t quite 
recognize their voice but they sounded somewhat familiar at least. He just couldn’t quite 
place where he had heard it before, though it was possible that was just because of them 
being over the phone. 


“Uh,” was all Sam said for a moment. “Yes, it is. Could I ask who you are and why you’re 
calling me so late?” A quick side glance to the clock above the stove said that it was nearing 
ten at night. Not the average time for a call from the office, even on a Friday. They knew 
better than to bug him at home. This number wasn’t from the office, though. 


“Yes, of course,” said the person. “Are you alone right now Mr. Nook?” 


Sam paused, honestly caught off guard by such a question. He casted a quick glance towards 
the next room, where he could see Ponk giving him a worried look. He gave his husband a 
quick, reassuring smile before turning away so that his back was to the living room, not 
wanting to give away his confusion and concern. “...No, I am not. How is that relevant to—” 


“Are you sitting down, Mr. Nook?” 


Sam wasn’t, but he leaned against the kitchen counter instead. “I am. What’s the meaning of 
all of this?” He let his voice take a hard edge, suspicion trying to creep in. 


“Well,” the person on the other end of the line paused for a moment. “Mr. Nook. This is 
Officer Merlo calling from the County Medical Examiner’s Office. I’m calling you about the 
results of the DNA test we had performed on the partial remains we found a few miles from 
the area where your son disappeared.” 


All at once, Sam felt the breath rush out of his lungs. He felt his heart skip a beat in his chest, 
and then start to race as if to make up for it. His grip on the edge of the counter tightened, as 
did his own around his phone, until he was sure the knuckles on both of his hands had turned 
white from the pressure. He could feel his hand holding his phone to his ear start to shake. 


That’s where he knew the person’s voice from. She was the officer who had been the one to 
interact with him for practically every step in Tommy’s case. From speaking to him at the 
scene of the empty beater to standing over the table with him, staring at a pile of bones. 


“Yes?” He said, almost breathlessly, his voice weak and wavering. “And?” 


““’..1’m very sorry sir,” was what Sam heard next, and all of the sudden he could hear his ears 
ringing. The sound of her voice quickly becoming muffled and faded, but he could still hear 
her. He could still hear her as she continued. “The results came back as a match to the 
samples we have of Thomas’ DNA. The remains we found are your son’s. I’m so sorry for 
your loss.” 


Everything went silent. 


Sam stared blankly at what was in front of him, eyes unfocused, hands shaking. His knees 
felt weak, like they were about to give out underneath him until he collapsed to the floor with 
a sickening thud. 


“What?” He croaked out, almost unknowingly. His vocal cords practically strained to force 
just that single word out, 


“Sam?” Ponk asked from behind him, concern edged into his voice. “Is something wrong?” 


Sam could see both him and George out of the corner of his eye, coming around the side of 
the counter where he was leaning. George’s expression was unreadable, but Ponk looked 
worried. 


“I’m very sorry for your loss, sir, but the DNA of the remains was a match to your son,” the 
woman on the other end of the line said again. “If you would like time to process this we can 
give you a few more days, but I would recommend starting funeral arrangements in the next 
day or so. Your family has suffered enough without knowing what happened to him, putting 
an end to this quickly is for the best.” 


Sam wasn’t listening to her anymore, his hand trembling so hard he was worried that the 
phone would slip right through his fingers and shatter on the hard tile floor. He could feel 
tears starting to burn in his eyes, not quite heavy enough to spill over his eyelids just yet, but 
quickly approaching that point. 


He forced himself to lower his phone away from his ear, even as he heard the woman start to 
speak again. It landed hard against the counter as he set it down, not particularly caring if the 
screen cracked from the force. 


“Sam?” Ponk questioned again, and suddenly his husband was in front of him, looking 
worried. It was all that Sam could do to meet his eyes, feeling numbness creep up his chest. 
“What’s wrong?” 


Sam’s jaw worked, the words caught in his throat. He didn’t want to say it. Saying it felt like 
something final. Like it wouldn’t actually be real until he spoke the words out loud, words 
that he still couldn’t even believe himself. Because Tommy couldn’t be dead. He couldn t be. 


“They found him.” 


The words were weak, croaking on their way out from Sam’s mouth. They wobbled, like he 
couldn’t believe it. He still couldn’t believe it. 


Ponk’s eyes widened, jaw falling open just barely. “... What?” He said, quiet and breathy like 
he couldn’t quite believe it himself. 


“What?” Alex echoed, louder and stronger than either of their attempts to speak had been. 
Sam turned, finding both him and the twins having come around the counter to stand with 
George, four pairs of eyes staring into him with various amounts of disbelief. 


“They found him?” Hannah asked, somewhat skeptically, but with light dawning in her green 
eyes, like Sam could actually see the realization go through her. “Holy shit,” she whispered, 
eyes widening. 


“Holy shit!” Boomer echoed, a grin breaking out across his face. There was a laugh, a 
hysterical one, bubbling out of the teen’s throat. “Holy fucking shit! They found him!” 


Sam couldn’t breathe, could barely hear his own surroundings through the steadily growing 
ringing in his ears, but he could see. He could see the tears building up in Hannah’s eyes as 
she clapped her hands over her mouth, a smile pulling at the corners of her lips just barely 
visible. He could see how Boomer latched on to Alex and hugged him tight, still laughing all 
the same. He could see Alex’s wide, shocked eyes, practically frozen. He could see Ponk, 
eyebrows still furrowed in confusion and looking up at him, seeming more worried than 
excited. 


He could see George. Staring at him. Blankly. There was something hard in his expression, 
jaw drawn tight and lips pressed together firmly. Like he knew something that the others 
didn’t. Like he knew. 


“He’s dead, isn’t he?” 


Those four words were like ice water being dumped onto everyone in the room all at once. 
Except for maybe George, who remained unfazed. Why would he? He was the one who had 
said them. 


The house was silent for several moments, everyone having turned to stare at George with 
varying ranges of disbelief. George, however, was still staring directly at Sam, his expression 
unreadable. 


That was, until Boomer shoved him hard enough for him to hit the ground. 


“Fuck you!” The teenager shouted. “What the fuck is wrong with you? Why would you say 
that?” 


“Yeah, seriously, what the fuck?” Alex said, looking furious. “Why would you say something 
like that? I know you’re pissed at Dad, but come on!” 


George didn’t answer, didn’t even bother getting up off the floor, just stared at Sam with a 
hard look in his eye. A knowing look in his eye. Sam felt his chest tighten, and he could 
barely breathe. Could barely think. 


“,.that’s not true, right?” Hannah said, quietly, and suddenly all the attention was on Sam 
again. “He’s not dead.” 


Sam couldn’t look at her. If he looked at them, any of them, then he was sure his composure 
was going to break. He was barely keeping it together as is. The slightest nudge, the gentlest 
tug, and it was all going to crumble underneath him, and then what could he do? Fall to the 
ground and start sobbing? In front of his kids when they needed him? 


He just stared back at George, who had yet to break eye contact with him. 


“He’s not dead,” Hannah insisted, and there was something just a tad desperate in her tone. 
Or maybe more than just a tad. “He’s not dead. Right?” 


The pleading, broken edge in her voice sounded too eerily similar to his own just a few 
moments prior. That was enough to finally dissolve the last of Sam’s fragile, trembling 
barricade. He just barely managed to tear his eyes away from George to look at Hannah, 
already feeling his lip start to tremble and tears welling up, threatening to spill over his 
eyelids. 


The look on her face, one of desperation and denial and everything that Sam had tried to 
shield her from this past week since he saw those bones laying on that table, it was enough to 
truly, truly break him. 


His breath came shaky, and he clasped a hand over his mouth to muffle the sob that followed, 
jerking his eyes to the ground. His knees went next, and he hit the floor hard enough for pain 
to spike up his tailbone, tears flowing down his cheeks and just... sobbing. 


After all these months of nothing but hope and desperation, of the silence during mealtimes 
and the fighting, the arguments. Of the nights he spent locking himself in the bathroom or his 
bedroom, away from the kids to just cry, it all caught up to him. And he couldn’t hold it in 
anymore. 


Ponk’s familiar arms wrapped around him, pulling him close to his husband’s chest. Fingers 
cradled his head, Ponk’s breath feathering against his scalp as he buried his face into Sam’s 
hair. Yet all the same he could feel his husband’s shoulders shaking, tears landing on the top 
of his head. 


Sam couldn’t do anything but sit there, on the kitchen floor in the arm’s of the person whom 
he married, and sob. Internally, he loathed doing this so publicly, in front of his kids when 
they were likely grieving the same as he was. He needed to comfort them, not sit here and just 


cry. 


His kids needed him. The last of his still living kids needed him, and yet here he was, 
sobbing, on the ground, taking comfort from his husband instead of giving it to his kids. Sam 
could hear them. Could hear Hannah and Boomer crying, could picture Alex and George’s 
likely tears too, even if he couldn’t audibly hear them. 


Tommy was dead. His son was dead. And there was nothing he could do about it. The least 
he could do was try to comfort and hold his grieving kids instead of just sitting here. He had 
failed one kid. He couldn’t fail the rest of them. 


Yet he didn’t move. He let Ponk hold him as he cried, endlessly. Tears spilled from his cheeks 
and seeped into Ponk’s shirt, as well as snot and who knew what else. He was a fucking 
mess. He was a a fucking mess and his son was dead. 


Tommy was dead. 


Chapter End Notes 


Hoo boy. Well. Nice to see y'all. Not like it's been *checks watch* four months or 
anything. Sorry about that. College sucks balls by the way, yet somehow I managed to 


pass everything. Yayyyyy. 


Alright, let's get to the summary of this chapter and then I'll give a few updates. 


Basically: Sam, Ponk, and the family are all watching a movie together, including 
George, though there is some underlying tension due to the referenced fight that Sam 
and George had in a previous chapter. Sam gets a call on his phone in the middle of the 
movie and goes to the next room to answer it. It's one of the cops from the investigation 
into Tommy's disappearance, saying that the DNA results from the skeleton they found 
matched Tommy, and therefore, Tommy is dead. Sam believes this, and before he has 
time to process it the family comes into the room and asks what the call was about. Sam 
simply says "they found him", to which the family starts to celebrate (except George) 
until George asks Sam whether Tommy was found dead or not. The siblings start to fight 
with George, understandable pissed that he would say something like that, but when 
Sam doesn't answer and the siblings repeat the question to him, they realize it's the truth. 
That Tommy was dead. Sam finally breaks and cries in front of his family, grieving 
Tommy's "death". 


Man. That was long. And probably more detailed than it needed to be. However, to clear 
up a few things: Tommy is not actually dead. The cops were lying about finding his 
body, and the Sam fam were just told he was dead to hide the fact that the cops couldn't 
find him. 


Alright, time for updates. For one, apologies that this chapter was so short compared to 
others that I've given y'all. I know that after a four month long wait you deserve a 
chapter longer than this, but I wrote (and finished) this back in early June. Before 
Techno's announcement. That was another reason that this took so long to post. This 
chapter was very heavy in topics like grief and death and I wasn't comfortable posting it 
so soon after, especially as I was still grieving at the time I was originally going to post 
this. 


The next two chapters will be longer. Chapter 39 capped out at almost three times the 
count of this one, and chapter 40, which is admittedly not done yet, will be quite long as 
well, I think already over twice the word count of this one? I'm rushing to finish 40 as 
soon as I can, as I want to finish this fic before the end of the year. If chapter 40 isn't out 
by New Years, chapter 39 definitely will be, I can promise you that. 


Again, I'm really sorry for all the delays. I'm sorry for the probably bad quality of this 
chapter as I haven't been able to work up the strength to reread it in order to edit it, and I 
wrote this back in June, so it's probably not that great. I'll be doing all I can to get this 
fic finished by New Years. After this fic though? I'm not sure how much writing I'll be 
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I guess it just depends on when I see you all around. 


Be safe. Happy holidays. 


settling in for the long haul 
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Tommy can’t count his ribs anymore. 


It was weird, seeing his reflection after so long. He was rather sure that he hadn’t actually 
seen it in months, since before he was kidnapped, but he had a vague idea of what he had 
looked like before. Of how filthy he had been, and how skinny. His prominent ribs and jutting 
out hip and collar bones had been telltale signs of that. 


That wasn’t the case now. 


He was still pale, paler than he had been back on earth, but his skin didn’t look sickly 
anymore. His veins were no longer clearly visible, more so faintly. 


His hair, soaking wet and plastered to his forehead, still looked somewhat blond. An ashier, 
duller color than he was used to, but not nearly as bad as he thought it had been. It definitely 
wasn’t golden, that was for sure, but it wasn’t... terrible. The same could be said for his eyes. 
The familiar blue was duller, grayer, but still recognizable. Almost. 


He was more so surprised at his skin though. 


It was still marred with scars in places. Burns crawling up his stomach and chest. Long, sharp 
lines down his arms and back. Dots where they injected him with who knows what. 


His skin wasn’t stretched taut over his bones anymore either. 


Tommy tentatively ran his fingers along his ribs, only seeing the indents of them when he 
inhaled. His collarbones still stuck out a bit, the knobs of his spine still somewhat there. His 
cheeks were still hollow, wrists still too thin, but... 


He couldn’t count his ribs anymore. 


He wasn’t sure why he was so hung up on that fact. Tommy hadn’t looked at his own body in 
a while. He tended to avoid it when changing and even when he bathed. But now he could 
see it. Now he was Jooking at himself, seeing for his own eyes how much had changed, even 
in the time since those aliens had come aboard the ship. Tubbo had called them “dereae” or 
something like that. He remembered seeing his ribs so easily then, waking up in the medbay 
without a shirt. Yet now... 


Tommy flicked his eyes up, meeting his own reflection’s gaze. The kid in the mirror stared 
back, with a clenched jaw that seemed to radiate pain when bit down on too hard. With lips 
pressed tightly together, eyebrows furrowed. 


He couldn’t say that he looked at himself in the mirror and actually saw... himself. That 
would be a lie. His idea of himself was still of that golden-haired, bright-eyed boy with full 
cheeks and the only scars that marred his skin being the one on his calf he got from scraping 
his leg on the edge of a dock, back when he lived with his Nan, and the slice on his cheek 
from the foster house he had been to before going to Sam’s. His foster father at the time wore 
too many rings, and had slapped him a bit too hard. The scar had never gone away. Now, 
Tommy could barely see it. 


The boy staring back at him in the mirror didn’t look like the one that he remembered, the 
one that he still liked to think was him. He would never look like that. Not again. Not 
anymore. 


Tommy glanced down, at the floor. He was dripping water everywhere. Goosebumps littered 
his skin from where water still clung to it, making him shiver slightly. 


He should get dressed. 


Yeah, he should get dressed. 


Tommy turned and grabbed the pile of clothes he had left on the floor when he came in here. 
He had been stealing stuff from the aliens for a while now, trying to find clothes that fit at 
least somewhat decently. Aliens, apparently, don’t have a concept of underwear, so Tommy’s 
been making do with stealing some stretchier, tighter fitting pants of Tubbo’s that he wore 
underneath a pair of regular pants. Mostly Ranboo’s, as they fit him around the waist 
decently enough even though they were several feet longer than he needed them to be. 
Wilbur’s were about the right length, but always had the weird gap in the back for his tail and 
Tommy wasn’t a huge fan of that. 


Shirts he could pretty much steal from anyone, even though both Phil and Tubbo had gaps in 
the backs for wings and Wilbur’s typically buttoned in the back around his spikes, which was 
very hard for Tommy to do by himself because his arms did not bend like that, and it was 


kind of freaky seeing Wilbur’s bend to demonstrate whenever Tommy had trouble. 
Regardless, he tended to stick with Techno’s shirts, as they were huge and silky and balled up 
around his fists. Plus, it made Techno more likely to help him comb through his matted hair 
while making that purring noise. Not that Tommy would admit that he enjoyed when the pig- 
like alien did that. 


Phil would have a similar reaction whenever Tommy wore his poncho-like shirts. His wings 
would get all puffed up and he would start cooing and trying to fix Tommy’s hair. He was 
less okay with that, hissing the alien word for “stop” if Phil tried getting too clingy and 
smacking the buttons “Phil stop no touch Tommy” in various combinations on the tablet 
whenever Phil didn’t get the message at first. 


He wasn’t exactly sure himself on why he was so against Phil touching him even when he let 
Techno do it. Maybe it was because Phil was all weird and broody, or maybe it was just 
because Phil reminded him too much of Sam. 


Don’t get him wrong. Sam was nothing like Phil. Last he checked, his dad didn’t have 
massive wings and no nose and a body covered in mostly feathers, nor did Phil have bright 
green hair and regular human toes. But, yet, Phil felt like Sam. He felt like Sam in the way he 
always made sure Tommy was eating, regardless of whether he ate with them at the table or 
not. He felt like Sam in the way he lectured the others, especially Tubbo and Wilbur, when 
they were doing something stupid. Like that one time Tubbo convinced Tommy to 
demonstrate how he brought the power back on when the dereae were on the ship and they 
both nearly blew up the main generator in the process. 


Phil felt like... a dad. In a weird way. And Tommy didn’t want a dad. He wanted his dad, but 
he couldn’t have him. So having Phil acting all... paternal and dad-like, it made him pull 
away and try to distance himself. 


So, yeah. Tommy didn’t wear Phil’s clothes very often. 


This time he had stolen one of Tubbo’s earth-like hoodies. It had gaps in the back, of course, 
for Tubbo’s wings, and was relatively thin and made up of a strange fabric that definitely 
didn’t feel like it belonged on a real hoodie, but that didn’t matter much to Tommy. He 
wanted to wear it. So he stole it. 


The hoodie did, however, fit poorly. While Tubbo seemed to wear his hoodie’s on the bigger 
side, thus allowing it to fit Tommy’s torso relatively well, the sleeves were much too thin and 
short to fit Tommy’s arms properly. The fabric of the sleeves was tight around his elbows and 
only came down to less than a quarter of the way down his forearm anyhow. He pushed the 
sleeves up to bunch at his elbows and while it was even tighter this way, at least it didn’t 
hang awkwardly. 


Tommy glanced at himself in the mirror again and almost laughed, considering he looked 
rather ridiculous in his too-small brownish-green hoodie and long as fuck, dark, flowy pants. 


A knock on the door startled him out of thinking on that much further though. Tommy 
glanced over at the sealed, green door as the person on the other side spoke up. 


“Hey Tommy?” Tubbo’s voice asked, muffled from the door. “Are you done in there yet? We 
need to get to the bridge to strap down before we can detach from the station. It takes a lot of 
force to be able to break from Kinoko’s and Neva’s gravities, and smashing into the wall 
because of that isn’t ideal, as you can imagine.” 


Tommy snickered for a moment, briefing imagining himself standing on the bridge and then 
getting suddenly getting squished against the wall like a fly who had been hit by a flyswatter. 
It was a funny image, even if it would be surely painful if it actually happened. 


“Yes. Soon.”’ He said, in the alien language. The crew had been trying their best to teach him 
the words in a way that was both understandable for them and also didn’t hurt his vocal 
cords. Some stuff was easier to say than others, but he was working his way through it. That 
being said, his vocabulary was limited, but the tablet filled in those gaps. And his growing 
ability to read and write the language was also letting him write out what he wanted to say if 
he didn’t have the tablet nearby. 


Tommy rolled up the pant legs of Ranboo’s stupidly long pants so that he wouldn’t trip and 
pressed his hand to the wall by the door, letting it slip open. Tubbo stood on the other side, 
and his antennae perked up when he saw the human, but his eyes soon slipped by to peer into 
the bathroom. 


“Oh! You found the reflecter!” Tubbo said, sounding slightly surprised. “So humans can see 
their reflections?” 


“"..yes,” Tommy said, confused. Everything had reflections. Do some alien species just... 
defy the laws of physics or something? Or are there like, other laws of physics that humans 
haven’t discovered yet? That he wouldn’t be too surprised by, considering aliens had a bunch 
of other futuristic shit. 


“Well, good. Wilbur, Phil, and Ranboo all can’t, and that’s why we have to keep it hidden in a 
compartment. You should be glad that you’ve never woken up in the middle of sleep-cycle to 
a half-feral Wilbur trying to attack the reflecter because he doesn’t recognize himself in it.” 
Tubbo sounded slightly annoyed, even though that sounded like it would be hilarious to 
actually witness. “Don’t get me wrong, most of the time they get over themselves if they see 
their reflections, but when Wilbur’s sleep deprived, he won’t hesitate to wreck that entire 
room.” Tubbo stepped into the bathroom and pressed the wall closed, hiding the mirror from 
view. “If you use it, just close it afterwards so we don’t have to deal with all that mess.” 


Tommy nodded, even though Tubbo wasn’t necessarily looking in his direction to be able to 
notice. Plus, he wasn’t sure if the aliens were sure on what a nod was or what it meant. 
Sometimes it seemed like they knew what his gestures and body language meant but other 
times they didn’t seem to have a single clue what he was doing. 


“Alright, anyway,” Tubbo closed the door behind him as he exited the bathroom. “Let’s go 
get strapped in. Planet departures can get a bit rough with how much fuel we have to burn to 
escape the gravitational pull. It would be a lot worse if we had actually landed on planet, 
though.” 


Tommy made a short hum of agreement, only half listening as they started walking down 
towards the bridge. Tubbo gave him a strange look when he did, stopping for a moment to 
stare at him. 

“Genuine question,” Tubbo said, his mandibles rubbing together thoughtfully. “Why do 
humans purr? You never seem to have one leading motive behind it when you do it.” 


Tommy paused. “What?” He asked, knowing that Tubbo knew that word in English. 


“Well— your purring,” Tubbo continued, seeming equally confused. “Why do humans purr?” 


Tommy stared at him blankly for a moment, wracking his brain for what exactly the fuck 
Tubbo was talking about. Last he checked, humans didn t purr. Tommy didn’t even have a 
noise that he could equate to what a human purr would sound like. 


“No,” Tommy said, trying to piece together a response from his limited vocabulary. His tablet 
had been left in the common area, so he couldn’t write down what he was trying to say. “We 


a” 


not. 


“But you just did it,” Tubbo explained, seeming even more puzzled. 


Tommy blinked, “you mean the humming?” He asked in English, mostly to himself since he 
wasn’t sure how much of those words Tubbo would understand. He hummed again, “that?” 


“Yes! That’s the human purr, right?” 


Tommy shook his head, trying to hold back a laugh. “No.” 


“Oh,” Tubbo seemed surprised, looking down and away. His wings flicked, once, twice. “Do 
humans purr?” 


“No ” 


“Are you sure?” 


(x4 Yes. a) 


Tubbo was silent for a moment, before glancing back up to meet Tommy’s eyes. “So what is 
that noise? What does it mean?” 


Tommy took a second to think, before making a small grunt, more dismissive than anything 
else. “Joo much,” he said, a phrase he used often if there was anything that was too difficult 
to explain with his limited vocabulary. 


It was surprising, really, how much he had learned in such a short amount of time. Tommy 
thought on it for a moment as they continued their walk from then on in silence. From having 
no knowledge of the language whatsoever, to being able to write and read it as well as speak 
it every now and then. The Fucking Alien Language, or FAL, wasn’t all that hard to learn. 
Wilbur had explained it to him once on how it was created (and kept insisting it was called 
“Galactic”, but Tommy preferred Fucking Alien Language) to be simple to learn and 
nonspecific to what noise you had to make for individual words, because lots of aliens 
species equals lots of vocal range. 


That had been reassuring to hear, though, considering it meant that Tommy’s butchered 
pronunciations, while heavily accented to others, were still somewhat understandable. 


The door to the bridge slid open in front of him, and Tommy snapped out of his thoughts in 
an instant. The dark void of space stretched out beyond the glass windows that made up the 
three walls, and in that void was Kinoko, the golden and red planet with swirling cloud 
formations similar to Earth’s. 


It was just the edge of Kinoko, really. For the most part he could see a huge metallic structure 
with what looked like other ships attached to it, both small and large. The docking station, as 
Phil had explained once when Tommy had asked why they didn’t just land on the planet. It 
had been built supposedly because of the fact that Kinoko orbited a gas giant, Neva, and 
escaping both Neva and Kinoko’s gravities was difficult on its own, much less when you add 
in the fuel it took to try and break Kinoko’s atmosphere as well. Having bigger ships dock on 
an orbiting satellite and having transport ships take people and cargo to and from Kinoko’s 
surface was much more efficient. 


Wilbur, Phil, Ranboo, and Techno were all already on the bridge, and all four were seated and 
strapped down into chairs that were positioned in front of the three glass walls, two facing 
each wall, as scrawling text and images were displayed in front of them in various colors. He 
had asked about that once too. Ranboo had said it was because the ship connected to each of 
their holoframes, and so the text was linked to whatever color they had as the text on their 
holoframe. Wilbur had blue, Phil had a dark green, Techno’s was a light pinkish, Ranboo had 
soft purple, and Tubbo, Tommy knew, had gold. 


He could read the text, some of it at least. Ranboo’s was definitely not in Galactic, though 
Tubbo had mentioned once that Ranboo’s holoframe was set to Vohlish instead, the Vohidrian 
language. What he could read, though, didn’t make that much sense to him anyway, things 
about altitude adjustments and fuel capacity and things of that nature. 


Tommy had really improved in his reading skills the past few weeks since the crew had broke 
the news to him about his inability to return to earth. It wasn’t like he could do much else 
other than practice reading and writing Galactic. And now, considering he could write out 
most things that he needed rather than saying them, he must’ve been doing a pretty decent 
job of it. 


Tubbo fluttered his wings and then lifted himself into the air, the buzzing a repetitive noise 
that Tommy still found somewhat soothing due to the familiarity of Earth that he related them 
to. He took his own seat next to Ranboo, attaching his holoframe to the wall with some kind 
of magnet looking thing, and practically instantly, gold text started flashing through the wall, 
stuff about engine functionality and other parts of the ship that Tommy didn’t necessarily 
understand yet. 


That left only one more seat, the one next to Phil up in the front of the room. 


Tommy took a deep breath and walked over to it, sliding into the seat carefully. Phil, 
however, didn’t even seem to notice him, focusing on the different updates on the glass in 
front of him. Tommy couldn’t make out the words that well, due to the dark text on the dark 
background, but Phil didn’t seem to be having the much of a problem with it. 


Tommy turned away from Phil and looked out the window again, watching Neva come into 
view below them slowly, blue and lavender creeping up into view. It was kind of trippy, 
thinking that the planet was below them because of his perspective, when really the ship was 
just angled sideways in the docking station as it prepared to dismount. 


“We have an all clear from the control tower to detach and start our thrusters,” Wilbur said to 
the whole crew, causing Tommy to look away from the window and towards the phant as he 
spoke. “Surrounding area’s clear and we shouldn’t be in any intercept pathing.” 


“Alright, Techno, can you adjust course?” Phil asked. 


“Already on it,” the piglin replied, turning some kind of dial holographic dial that was being 
projected from the window. 


Tommy lurched to the side as the ship started to move, nearly falling out of his chair and 
having to silence the startled yelp that tried to wrench itself out of his mouth. He had to grab 
the armrest with both hands and wrap his ankle around one of the bolted-to-the-floor supports 
just to prevent himself from toppling right out of it. 


Right, he wasn’t strapped in yet. Mostly because he didn’t know how to do that, and partly 
because he had forgotten that was a thing he probably should do. 


“Stars, Tommy— hold on,” Tommy heard Phil say as he righted himself. Out of the corner of 
his eye, he could see the bird-like alien’s straps zip off, a noise akin to the sound a seatbelt 
makes accompanying the motion. 


In the next moment, Tommy found Phil leaning over him and down, so that his entire wing 
was practically shoved into Tommy’s face. He sputtered on dark feathers for a moment as 
Phil messed with something on the underneath of his chair, keeping himself as still as 
possible to just let Phil do what he needed to do and get this over with. 


Thankfully, though, it only seemed to take a moment. With a sharp whooshing sound, straps 
zipped from the edges of the chair and lashed across Tommvy’s torso in a way not too 
dissimilar to that of a kid’s car seat. Tommy couldn’t help but make a slightly startled noise 
as they tightened a bit, the straps adjusting themselves to be not too tight nor too loose. They 
looked like the same material that had been used to restrain him back on the poacher’s ship, 
except more flexible. 


“There!” Phil stood back up straight with a quick ruffle of inky black feathers. His bright blue 
eyes stared into Tommy’s for an awkward moment, before glancing away and tugging lightly 
on one of the straps. “That’s not too tight, is it?” 


“The restraints adjust automatically, he’s fine,” Techno said before Tommy could open his 
mouth to respond. “Now go sit down.” 


“Okay, okay,” Phil said, with a weird chirruping noise that translated as a laugh to the implant 
in Tommy’s head. 


Boy, that had been a weird conversation. Tommy had finally given in and asked the crew 
what the transmitter was, and what it did beyond allowing him to understand their language. 
The discovery that the poacher’s apparently knocked him out at one point and implanted a 
foreign device into his brain behind his ear without him ever actually noticing it had been 
horrifying. He’d taken quite a while to go process that alone after they told him. However, 
apparently it would translate any language that he didn’t already understand, not just FAL. So 
if he ever did go home, that would be a huge advantage. 


But... hm. That didn’t matter now did it? 


Tommy watched Phil slink back to chair and had to fight down a smile. As much as he wasn’t 
all that comfortable with Phil mothering him all the time, he didn’t resent him for that. Phil 
always stepped back when Tommy asked, other than the clothes wearing bit, and he had 


never truly done anything that set Tommy off. It was just the fact that he acted like a dad 
towards him, and Tommy wasn’t ready to let Sam out of that position just yet. 


Maybe in time Tommy would be more at ease with Phil, but for now, the idea of never seeing 
his family again, never seeing home again, was still too raw of a wound. He had time, all the 
time in the world, because Tommy doubted he was going to jump ship any time soon. Or 
ever. 


“We’re in position,” Techno said, and Tommy practically startled out of his thoughts. The 
view outside the window in front of him no longer showed the space station. Rather, it was 
just the void of space, with a glimpse of Kinoko on the left where Wilbur and Techno were 
sat. Had the ship been moving without him noticing? Maybe these seatbelt things were better 
than he’d thought, if he couldn’t even feel the ship moving at all compared to him being 
nearly thrown out of the chair earlier. 


That or Tommy had just zoned out again. 


“Thrusters?” Phil asked. 


“Good,” Ranboo said, without looking away from his weird Vohlish words on the screen in 
front of him. 


“Engines?” 


“Good to go!” Tubbo chirped. 


“Wilbur, detach,” Phil said, ruffling his feathers. 


“Detaching,” Wilbur echoed, pressing some kind of button on the holographic screen 
projected onto his side of the glass. The ship lurched suddenly with a groan, and Tommy held 
on tight to the edge of his seat, heart jumping into his throat. He may not know how fancy 
alien ships as well as he knows cars, but that could not have been a good sound. 


“Ranboo, auxiliary thrusters,” Phil said, sounding completely fucking calm as if the ship 
hadn’t just sounded like it was dying. 


“Activating auxiliary thrusters at 12.5 percent.” 


The ship shook a bit, and only a bit, but that only made Tommy clutch tighter to his chair, 
knuckles practically turning white from the force. His nails dug hard into the tough cushion 
underneath him, feeling oddly like leather, but slightly more rigid and the texture being... 
off. 


This sucked. 


Tommy tried to breathe slowly, ease himself out of the panic attack that was quickly 
approaching before it even really began. It was kind of hard to concentrate on his breathing, 
though, when the ship started rattling after Phil told someone to do something else that 
Tommy didn’t quite catch. 


Fuck. This. 


Tommy squeezed his eyes shut and clamped his jaw shut tightly, trying to ignore how his 
teeth seemed to chatter together with the movement of the ship. Pain spiked every time they 
hit, a leftover gift from the months spent with a gag shoved between them. He still wasn’t 
sure if that particular pain would ever go away, but even if it did, Tommy was sure that it 
would still haunt him with phantom aches, just like the rest of his scars. 


“—_eady?” 


Tommy only caught the tail end of whatever was being said to him, but it was enough to drag 
him away from the rapidly growing panic inside of his chest, if just for a moment. He forced 
his eyes to open, catching the stars that glittered in the distance just outside the glass in front 
of him, before turning towards the source of the voice. 


Phil was staring at him, huge blue eyes crinkled slightly in the way that Tommy thought he 
did whenever he was worried. He still wasn’t too sure on how accurate that was, but he was 
getting a bit better at reading the crew’s facial expressions, so it might be. 


He managed to croak out a weak “What?” In galactic, ignoring the way his throat twinged at 
the strain of it. His windpipe already felt like it was shrinking, and Tommy still had difficulty 
in speaking FAL, so trying to manipulate his vocal cords to produce the right sounds for the 
guttural language was practically painful at the moment. 


“Are you ready?” Phil repeated himself, dark green light from the text on the wall reflecting 
off the golden and inky black feathers that peppered his head in an odd mimicry of hair. “You 
seem a bit stressed already, and the propulsion we need to escape Kinoko and Neva’s 
gravities is going to shake the ship quite a bit. I just want to make sure you’ll be okay until 
we can ease down on the thrusters.” 


Tommy stared uncomprehendingly at the elytrian for a moment, not really processing what 
was being said to him until a second or two later. He could put two and two together after that 
brief pause, though. The rattling is only going to get stronger, and they’re probably going to 
do the spaceship equivalent of flooring the gas to get out of here. They wanted to make sure 
he didn’t start panicking. 


His throat worked, swallowing thickly around the lump that seemed to have lodged itself in 
it. “Pll be fine,” Tommy croaked, albeit in English, before managing to grunt out “J good, ” in 
FAL. 


“As long as you’re sure,” Phil said, before turning away from him to stare at the screen 
instead. “Ranboo, full power to main thrusters.” 


Tommy barely had time to tense himself up again before the ship shook violently, an awful, 
loud, fiery sound rushing into Tommy’s eardrums. He was pressed back hard into his seat as 
the ship shot forward, Kinoko quickly leaving view and the stars practically turning into mere 
blurs outside. 


His whole body was shaking, or maybe that was just the ship, as the thrusters fired. Tommy 
had to squeeze his eyes shut as a heavy weight weighed down on his torso, pinning him in 
place to his chair and feeling like it was going to collapse his ribcage just from the force. 


This was probably what astronauts felt like when they got slapped in a rocket and exploded 
into space. 


He wasn’t sure how long the whole thing lasted, it couldn’t have been more than a minute or 
so, but that didn’t make the violent shaking and crushing weight on Tommy’s chest any less 
bearable. He kept his eyes shut tight, fingernails dug into the upholstery of his chair so hard 
that his hands were starting to cramp from the force by the time the shaking eased. 


The whole ship groaned, the noise echoing in Tommy’s ears as they slowed and rattled 
seemingly to a stop. The weight lifted off of his chest, leaving him to inhale with a 
shuddering gasp, lungs suddenly aching for air. He hadn’t noticed that he’d been holding his 
breath, anxiety and fear too thick in his throat for him to notice any of the loss of oxygen. 


His breath came fast and hard, like he had run a marathon. His hands, with nails still sunk 
into the upholstery of the chair he was sat on, gradually loosened their death grip. Tommy 
slowly peeled his eyes open. 


The stars were no longer blurry streaks outside the glass walls, though they definitely weren’t 
as clear as Tommy had remembered them being when they were still docked to the station. 
Clouds of purple and orange dust passed by as they flew onwards, but with much less force 
and at a seemingly slower rate than what they ghad used while leaving Kinoko. 


Voices filtered in through Tommy’s ears slowly, seeming muffled and foggy as a few 
moments passed him by. His hearing came back all at once just a moment later, like Tommy 
had been underwater for several seconds and suddenly only just broken the surface. 


“Transition into auxiliary thrusters complete, powering down main thrusters to zero,” Ranboo 
said, sounding very calm and not like the ship hadn’t felt like it was going to explode beneath 
them. “Five percent... two percent... a quarter percent... main thrusters offline.” 


“Main engines deactivated, diverting excess power to secondary engines.” Tubbo also 
sounded deceptively calm. Unfazed, while Tommy was sure he himself just got out of the tail 
end of a panic attack. What the fuck. 


“Gravity generators are back to functional capacity,” Phil said next, and seriously, how were 
all of them so fucking undisturbed? Fuck. “Alright, good to go. You all can unbuckle now. 
Wilbur, Techno, plot a course that will keep us in range of emergency communications and 
execute it. Tubbo, Ranboo, go do a manual systems check of the engines and thrusters.” 


And Tommy found that the four crew members were doing just that. Tubbo immediately 
bolted up out of his seat before Phil’s words had barely left his mouth, dragging Ranboo 
along with him. They both out of the room in a matter of moments. Wilbur and Techno were 
no longer in their chairs, but standing up and talking in low tones as lines and text in both 
pink and blue danced across the glass in front of them. 


Tommy took a few more shuddering deep breaths to try and calm himself down, feeling his 
racing heart start to slow to more tolerable levels. Now that the ship wasn’t shaking violently 
like it was about to break apart beneath them, Tommy could feel the anxiety ease out of him. 


He blinked back at the glass, watching as they passed through the multicolored clouds. 
Purple and orange, gold and green, blue and scarlet. Stars and planets blurred past, some 
larger than others, closer than others. 


Tommy leaned over and fumbled for whatever button Phil had pressed that made the seatbelt 
latch around him. The underneath of his chair seemed like just smooth metal for the most 
part, except for where it was mounted into the pole that was screwed into the floor. 


The position he was in to try and reach whatever button Phil pressed wasn’t the most... 
comfortable. His shoulder was starting to ache from how he had twisted it, and Tommy knew 
he had to have pulled something for his arm to feel like that. Great. That was going to bug 
him for a while. 


Finally, he found... something. Just as smooth as the rest of the underneath of the chair but 
with a slightly raised bit in a square. Tommy experimentally pressed down on it, but it didn’t 


give. With a frown, he tapped on it instead. Nothing. He tried swiping a finger over it, but 
again, nothing. 


With a sigh, he forced himself to sit up again, ignoring how his arm twinged, just like he 
thought it would. Ugh. 


Tommy glanced over at Phil, hoping to catch the elytrian’s eye and get out of this damn chair. 
To his surprise, however, Phil was already looking at him, feathers puffed up and making the 
face that Tommy had learned to translate as “i’m trying not to laugh at you”. Prick. 


He scowled at him, and Phil indeed made the chirruping laugh noise, which only earned him 
a deeper scowl. He was so glad to see that Phil was finding his inability to get out of the chair 
amusing. Not. 


Fucker. 


“Help,” Tommy demanded in Galactic, the shrill noise aching in the back of his throat. He 
thought for a moment, before adding on a defensive “bitch,” in FAL too. He had to let Phil 
know of his displeasure somehow, after all. 


Phil sighed, laughter easing out as he gave him a look that Tommy personally liked to call the 
“exasperated dad face’. Phil always gave him the exasperated dad face when Tommy swore 
in FAL. Though he tended to give that look to Wilbur and Tubbo as well, the two members of 
the crew that both got in the most trouble and were the ones currently teaching Tommy the 
curse words. 


“Fucker,” Tommy chirped, with a shit-eating grin. “Prick. Arsehole. Help me. I am stuck. I 
need help. You are a bitch.”’ 


Tommy could hear laughter from the other side of the room. Wilbur’s shrieking one, that he 
managed to suppress a flinch for, and Techno’s more rumbling, chuff-like one. A quick 
glance over to them revealed Wilbur mimicking Tommy’s huge grin, rows of sharp teeth 
behind peeled back lips. It wasn’t as unnerving as it used to be. Techno looked the same as he 
always did, mostly because Tommy knew that he was much more subtle with how he 
displayed emotions on his face. He could tell the Piglin was smiling too, though, in the 
piglish equivalent of a smile at least, based off of the way his ears twitched forward and his 
snout was slightly wrinkled up. 


Phil sighed again, getting up from his chair, which had mysteriously lost its own seatbelts 
during Tommy’s ramble. Tommy didn’t drop his grin as the elytrian took the few steps over 
to him and leaned forward just as he’d done before. It takes even less time to release the 
seatbelts than it did to engage them, which Tommy was grateful for, because feathers being 
shoved directly in his face because of the way Phil had to hold his wings when he was bent 
over like that wasn’t exactly the most comfortable for either of them . 


With a sharp whooshing sound, the seatbelts keeping Tommy in his seat were gone just as 
quickly as they had come. He only waited one more moment, for Phil to stand back up 
straight and take a step out of the way, before Tommy was launching himself out of the chair 
and pressing a palm on the glass, staring out into space. Literally. 


Phil chirruped again, quieter, and it translated as another soft laugh in Tommy’s mind, both 
with and without the help of the implant in his skull. Tommy paid him no mind, though, 
merely watching as swirls of multicolored dust clouds passed them by, revealing stars in all 
kinds of colors as well. And if Tommy squinted hard enough, he could see the glimpses of 
what could only be hundreds, or thousands of planets in all shapes and sizes before they 
whizzed off into the distance. 


He didn’t think he would ever get tired of this view. 


A week after Tommy finally left the cargo bay following the reveal of him never returning to 
earth, and a week after Tommy had taken up residence in the room with the curved, bowl like 
wall, Wilbur had come up to him asking for his room back. 


Tommy hadn’t been entirely surprised. The evidence of a bed and storage space and clutter 
in the room clearly meant that one of the crew lived there, and they hadn’t been coming in 
during the week Tommy had spent sleeping in it. So when Wilbur came up to him, Tommy 
was more than happy to oblige, expecting to go back to sleeping in the alien’s living room. 


However, the crew—but mostly Wilbur—surprised him by instead bringing in blankets and 
pillows and the like. Apparently, as long as Tommy was okay with it, they could share the 
room. 


Which, Tommy had been slightly hesitant about at first. Sure, they had done that for a while 
in the living room area anyway, because Wilbur would sit in the room with him while Tommy 
slept—he was still mostly positive that that was to make sure he didn’t run off again when 
nobody was watching him—but there was a difference between the living room and the 
bedroom. Mostly because the living room had multiple exits and plenty of space to get away 
if absolutely need be. This room was cluttered, messy, and small, with only one way in and 
out. 


Regardless, Tommy had agreed, and despite Wilbur’s insistence that Tommy take the bed, he 
instead made his little pile of blankets and pillows in the window. It was small, but its not like 
Tommy wasn’t used to that. Plus, even with him having to give Wilbur back his own bedding, 
Tommy still had plenty in order to make the hard glass more comfortable to sleep on. 


In time, he had gotten more used to sharing a room with Wilbur. Considering the phant didn’t 
really adhere to the same sleep schedule as him, they weren’t often in the room at the same 
time anyways, so even in the narrow space, Tommy didn’t feel cramped. 


Sleeping in the window gave him plenty of time to watch the space outside , which in 
Tommy’s copious amounts of free time when the crew was busy doing ship chores, was 
pretty much the only thing he could do, other than study FAL, which often got boring fast. 


Space, though? Space never got boring. 


Tommy was sure he would never get sick of looking out into space and seeing so many 
different things. He thought it would have gotten monotonous by now, just stars and planets 
and black void, but it was so much more than that. It was beautiful. 


“You really like looking outside, huh?” Phil asked, sounding amused, from behind Tommy. 
“From asking to look outside in the middle of the sleep-cycle, to making your nest in the 
window of Wilbur’s room.” 


Tommy didn’t get a chance to respond, even though he didn’t know how to respond to that 
anyhow, before someone else spoke instead. 


“Everybody’s like that when they first get to space,” Wilbur said, making Tommy look away 
from the window to glance at him. The phant was leaning up against the wall, both him and 
Techno apparently done with.. whatever they had been doing. Planning a course or something 
like that? “Just because you were a merchant’s kid and practically lived on a starship more 
than you lived on Elytra doesn’t mean you didn’t have that period either, Dadza.” 


“T guess it was just too long ago for him to remember,” Techno drawled, swiping away the 
pink text leftover on the window before turning to face them. Phil squawked indignantly, but 
the piglin continued. “Considering his age.” 


“T’m not old!” Phil protested, wings flicking in annoyance. “I’m not even middle aged!” 


“He’s practically going senile,” Wilbur faux-whispered to Tommy with a grin, tail swishing 
behind him. 


“T’m only 89!” 


Tommy blinked, caught off guard by the number he’d just heard, before turning to look all 
the way at Phil with a tilted head. “How many?” he asked in FAL, more than a little surprised. 
He hadn’t considered that aliens would likely have different life spans than humans would. 
But Phil looked... young. To be fair, Tommy had no idea what an old elytrian would look 
like, but still, Phil carried himself in a way that seemed young. 


Phil turned his attention away from Techno and Wilbur and glanced at Tommy. “89 Elytra 
orbits around its host star. I believe they’re rather similar in length as Terra’s orbits around its 
own host star?” 


“You're old,” Tommy said in english, having no idea what the equivalent word would be in 
FAL. “Fuckin’ old man Philza, is what you are.” 


Wilbur burst out laughing a second later, shrieking in a more chittering like way than usual, 
and Tommy only flinched a /ittle this time. Mostly because he hadn’t been expecting it. 


“He just called you old, I think,” the phant finally said between giggles. 


Phil squawked again, looking scandalized. Or as scandalized as a bird-like alien could, at 
least. The expression made Tommy start giggling too, even as Phil spoke again. 


“T am not old!” the elytrian insisted. “89 is still far from even being middle-aged. But it does 
beg the question,” Phil’s eyes turned to stare at Tommy as his voice became more serious, 
“89 Terra rotations is considered old by human standards?” 


Tommy blinked at the sudden change of tone, laughter dying in his throat. “Yes,” he replied in 
FAL. 


“How long does the average human live?” Phil pressed, the feathers on his face ruffling 
slightly. 


Tommy honestly had no clue the answer to that question. It was different in every country, he 
was sure. “Eight zero,” he guessed, not knowing the actual word for 80. That was probably 
close enough to what it was anyhow. 


The silence that fell over the room after he spoke threatened to choke him, and Tommy didn’t 
even know why. The three aliens were staring at him like he had grown a second head, or like 
he had just purposely killed their mothers, or something. Tommy had honestly never seen that 
kind of expression on any of the crew. A mixture of shock and something else. Horror 
maybe? Tommy couldn’t quite place it. 


“What?” He asked, feeling the tension thick in the bridge as Techno, Wilbur, and Phil all 
stared at him. 


“.,.only 80 Terra orbits?” Wilbur asked after a moment, something funny in his voice. Like 
how humans struggled to talk when they were about to cry. 


Oh. 


Oh no. 


Tommy didn’t like where this was going. 


He stared right into Wilbur’s eyes. “Yes. Eight zero. Why?” 


“Piglins live for about 175 Terra orbits,” Techno said before Wilbur could respond, making 
Tommy look over at the piglin, not knowing how to respond as he continued. “Elytrians to 
215. Phants to roughly 150, or even 165.” 


Tommy swallowed, but said nothing. Not a single thing. 


“Endrians to 400, in the right conditions,” Phil said, so quietly that Tommy could barely hear 
him. But he did. “Apicapras to 115 on average, but can live as long as 190 if they’re not in a 
hive.” 


“How old are you again, Tommy?” Wilbur asked, quietly. 


Tommy didn’t know the answer to that. Not really. Not when he had no way of keeping time 
for so long. Not when he didn’t know how long it had been since he was taken. 


“One seven,” Tommy said, a bit softer, as soft as he could, anyways, with how rough 
Galactic was on his throat even at the best of times. 


He knew what they were implying by telling him the lifespans of their species. Even without 
him really knowing how old they were, other than Phil. 


They were going to outlive him. All of them were going to outlive him. By quite a large 
amount. 


So much for humans being stupid strong and stupid powerful. Not when all the other aliens 
outlived them by decades, and in some cases, centuries. 


Fuck. 


The silence that fell over the bridge was practically deafening, and it felt like it was weighing 
down on Tommy, squeezing his chest and pressing down on his throat. A familiar fog 
threatened to crowd his thoughts and make him slip away in a cloud of numbness. 


Tommy pushed it away the best he could, avoiding the rest of the crew’s eyes as he turned 
back around to look out the glass walls. To his left, shrinking rapidly as the ship continued 
onwards, was a smudge of red and gold, of lavender and pale blue. Kinoko and Neva. They 
weren’t heading straight away like Tommy had originally thought. Huh. 


Footsteps shuffled across the metal floor, from multiple pairs of feet. Tommy had learned to 
recognize the different members of the crew’s distinctive footsteps over however long it had 
been since he first came here. 


Techno’s rapped sharply against the ground, considering he had hooves. Wilbur, Phil, and 
Ranboo all had a similar clicking sound due to the claws they had on the ends of their toes. 
Wilbur’s, however, were softer and squishier than Ranboo or Phil’s. Ranboo had a very 
particular walking style that set him apart from Phil, but other than that their footsteps were 
similar enough. Tubbo’s were, of course, much lighter than any of the rest of the crew’s. 


So as far as he could tell, both Phil and Wilbur were leaving the room. The slow rustling of 
feathers as Phil left also helped clue him in that the both of them were slipping away. Just 
barely, he could hear Wilbur speaking to Phil, quiet enough that Tommy’s translator only 
picked up “just a baby—’” before they got too far away. 


Techno, however, drew closer, coming up to a stop right behind Tommy’s shoulder. A 
hooved, three fingered hand splayed cautiously over his back, resting there lightly, more to let 
him know it was there than anything else. Probably. 


“My home planet is Kinoko, you know,” Techno rumbled after a pause, a brief moment 
where Tommy watched as the planet in question faded into the distance. “Lots of Piglins are 
refugees there, and my mothers and their sounder were among them.” Techno stopped for a 
moment, and then continued. “But even a neutral trade planet like Kinoko isn’t peaceful all of 
the time.” 


Tommy got the gist of what Techno was saying, he didn’t have to explain further. The past 
tense was a pretty solid indicator, and the last sentence was clear enough with the 
implication. 


“Still, I plan on showing it to you,” Techno continued, shifting his hand a bit higher so it was 
planted between his shoulder blades, instead of the middle of Tommy’s back. “The next time 
we visit, for sure. It really is beautiful there. Lots of different species, different cultures. I 
think you’d really enjoy it.” 


Tommy laughed, turning to glance at Techno out of the corner of his eye. The Piglin was 
staring straight ahead at first, out the window, but met Tommy’s gaze once he saw him 
looking. 


“How you do that?” Tommy asked in FAL, barely managing to keep himself from laughing at 
how ridiculous the thought of going onto a planet was. 


These guys, these aliens, for the most part, were scared of humans because of their 
reputation. That’s why he’d been gagged, why all twenty-four of them had been bound and in 
cages on the poachers ship. Why the crew had kept Tommy in a prison cell for a while. 


Yeah, Tommy can’t imagine him being able to take a stroll around Kinoko without a bunch of 
aliens running and screaming. Or, at the very least, trying to kill him or kidnap him to sell for 
parts. 


Techno chuffed, taking his hand away from Tommy’s back and instead laying it on top of his 
head, ruffling through slightly golden curls. His beady, dark eyes twinkled with mirth. 


“You'll see, shoat.” 
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the end? (of one's tale) 


Chapter Summary 


.... how's it going? 


I know it's been a while. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Layers of fabric weighed heavy on Tommy’s skin, sweat budding on the back of his neck and 
his upper back, where the thin sheets pressed down the most. He had to fight the urge to pull 
down the different coverings over his face just to itch his damn nose. 


They had gotten the idea years ago. Tubbo had been the one to bring it up, pointing out that 
plenty of different people in the universe covered themselves for cultural reasons, or even for 
privacy reasons if they didn’t want their race to be identified. It wouldn’t be out of place for 
Tommy to do so as well, especially on the... sketchier planets that the Esbiai frequented 
when looking for bounties. Honestly, on those sketchier planets, more than half the people 
that were there draped themselves in fabric the same way Tommy did. 


It was a win-win situation. Kind of. Most others they ran into on different planets over the 
years didn’t question Tommy being covered up, and when they did, any of the crew, 
including Tommy himself, quickly shut them up. 


However useful, they layers of fabric got itchy quickly, and hot. Being covered head to toe in 
them, with only his eyes visible, often left him sweaty and uncomfortable when he spent 
more than a few hours outside the ship. 


There were so many specificities when it came to space travel that Tommy had to get used to 
over the years. Varying gravities, atmospheres, climates. Nethira was a horrible planet that 
Tommy only stepped out onto once. Dozens of degrees hotter than a desert back on earth and 
with an atmosphere severely lacking in oxygen, with twin suns near constantly beating down 
on him. It was, quite literally, hellish. Needless to say, they didn’t stay there long, especially 
considering Techno was really the only one of them who could stand the extremeness of the 
planet. While not having actually lived on Nethira, his species was from there, so he still had 
the adaptations to travel comfortably. Or, at least, more comfortably than any other member 
of the crew. 


Some planets were easy for them to venture onto for potential jobs, like Ely and Kinoko. 
Some weren’t the most comfortable for all of them, like the bitterly cold and dark Phan that 
Wilbur was from, or the outer market planets that were typically less ideal for life in order to 
stay out of the notice of interplanetary powers like Kinoko or Asempii. 


Tommy had seen all sorts of planets in the past few years. Kinoko’s gorgeous mushroom-like 
ecosystem that was colored in reds, purples, and golds. Ely’s towering mountains and cliff 
sides with sparse vegetation, save for the hundred plus feet tall trees that grouped together in 


huge rainforests near the planets equator. A’ri’ha, a planet not dissimilar to Earth save for the 
blood red sky, golden vegetation, and lack of sustainable oxygen in the atmosphere, leaving 
most of its visitors forced to wear specialized masks with filters in them to make up for the 
difference. He couldn’t count on one hand all the places he’s seen now, though those three 
were some of his personal favorites. 


Tommy picked at the fabric draped over his nose absentmindedly, scratching the itchy spot 
while readjusting the parts of his mask that were starting to slip. The gloves that covered his 
hands made it hard to keep his grip on the fabric, and he was half tempted to just rip the 
whole getup off anyway. He didn’t need it, not while they were on the bridge. 


“Are you sure this is an emergency?” Tommy grumbled, letting his gaze slide away from the 
space outside the glass walls. Even years into his stay out in the vast universe, his fascination 
with the ever-changing void hadn’t faltered. “I mean have you met Niki? They can handle 
themselves.” 


“They asked us to come,” Phil reminded him with a exasperated noise, not that different from 
a sigh. “They asked for you to come, specifically. Considering they’re one of the only other 
bounty hunter teams on this side of the galaxy that we even slightly get along with, let alone 
would be considered friends with, it’s important to maintain a good relationship with them.” 


“Yeah... but consider, we could be hunting down that Vohidrian ship that the shulk on A’ri’ha 
gave us info on,” Tommy countered. “He offered a pretty penny for it. We can always meet 
up with the crew of the N’mesis later.” 


“Niki doesn’t call us out as an emergency for nothing,” Techno rumbled from where he was 
sat in his chair. Not buckled in, of course, since the gravity stabilizers were active. “She can 
handle herself, so the fact that she called us out in the first place is something to worry 
about.” 


“We’re also literally staring at the N’mesis,” Wilbur deadpanned, swiveling around in his 
own chair to stare at Tommy, seemingly unamused. Tommy could see that he was fighting off 
a grin though. The entire crew was seated in their usual places on the bridge, save for 
Tommy. “It would be a complete waste of time to turn around and go after that Vohidrian ship 
and then come back to meet up with Niki.” 


“Eh,” Tommy shrugged. “It’s more money though.” 


“You're impossible,” Wilbur said, turning back around. 


Tommy grinned at the phant’s back. Wilbur liked to complain about how ever since Tommy 
learned Galactic fluently, or at least close to fluently, he never shut up. Which was only partly 
true, because he was always saying something before he was fluent too, just half the time 
they couldn’t understand him. Even with Tubbo and Wilbur’s efforts to learn English, they 
still weren’t even close to being semi-fluent with the language, and they likely never would 
be. 


To be fair, teaching Tommy Galactic was a far easier, and far faster task than teaching the 
entire crew English. In fact, only Tubbo and Wilbur could hold a somewhat stunted 
conversation with him in Tommy’s home language. The most Phil could do was curse him 
out, while Ranboo and Techno knew little to none of Tommy’s birth tongue. He would be 
surprised if they even knew how to say hello. 


Galactic had been difficult to learn, but reading and writing it had come far faster to Tommy 
than speaking it. Within a year of his arrival onto the Esbiai, Tommy was writing complex 
sentences in Galactic with ease. After that, learning to speak it took a little longer, about 
another year before his accent was more easily understandable and Tommy knew enough to 
consider himself fluent. 


It had been several years since then, and Wilbur still lightheartedly grumbled to himself over 
regretting teaching Tommy the language at all. 


Tommy couldn’t help the grin that broke out over his face, though the rest of the crew 
couldn’t see it. He turned his gaze away from them and out the glass walls, where the 
N’mesis was quickly approaching. Or, technically, where they were quickly approaching the 
N’mesis. The other ship’s engines were deactivated, so it was just at drift in the coordinates 
they had been given when Jack first contacted them. 


The crew of the N’mesis were also bounty hunters. Niki, Jack, Fundy, and Schlatt all being 
old friends of Wilbur’s from before he and Phil first started the Esbiai together, however 
many years ago that was. Considering the other alien’s greater lifespans, it could’ve been 
before Tommy was even born, though he tried not to think about those kinds of things 
nowadays. 


Tommy had met the other bounty hunters a few times, the first being on some sketchy outer 
planet when both of the crews were looking for jobs, and the two of them had teamed up to 
take down a massive bounty on some slave traffickers that had kidnapped a bunch of people 
from the outer planet and were headed for Nethira. The payout had been huge, and the two 
crews had kept in better contact ever since. 


Niki and the rest of the crew of the N ’mesis were all nice enough, but they didn’t know what 
he was. They never would, as far as Tommy was concerned. Sure, they were the only other 
relatively decent aliens he had met, but that didn’t mean he was prepared to whip off the 
sweaty layers of fabric that disguised him just because they were nice. 


“Esbiai to N’mesis, come in N’mesis,” Wilbur said, holding down a holographic button 
etched in soft blue. “We’re in approach.” 


“Tubbo ease down on the thrust please,” Phil muttered, quiet so that way the transmission 
wouldn’t catch it. 


The apicapra did just that, sliding a golden lever written on the glass on his own side down. 
The ship slowed, no longer approaching the N’mesis quite as fast. In fact, they were barely 
using any thrust at all, practically in drift just like the other ship. They didn’t need much 
momentum from the thrusters to approach slowly, so why waste the fuel? 


“We’re reading you, Esbiai,” Puffy’s voice crackled through the speaker overhead for a 
moment, before becoming more clear. “Hey there Wilbur, we see your approach.” 


“Good to hear from you Puffy,” Wilbur said back. 


“What was the big emergency?” Phil questioned. “And why are your engines deactivated? I 
don’t see any structural damage to the ship. If you just wanted to meet up we could have met 
on a planet.” 


Puffy was silent for a moment. Quite a long one, actually. 


“It’s a bit... complicated,” she finally replied. “And it’s probably easier to just show you the 
try to explain. We have one of our airlock outer doors open, facing towards you. Can you 
dock there? Jack will meet you on our side.” 


Tommy wrinkled his sweaty nose from beneath the mask. That was... odd. Not suspicious at 
all. 


“Sure thing Puffy,” Phil said back, a bit of an edge to his voice. “Give is just a minute while 
we work on that.” He gave Wilbur a nod, and the phant released the button on the glass in 
front of him. 


“That wasn’t suspicious at all,” Ranboo said as soon as the transmission was ended, 
mirroring Tommy's thoughts. 


“Yeah,” Tubbo agreed, spinning around in his own chair, wings fluttering.” mean, first they 
call us over to coordinates in the middle of nowhere, saying it’s an emergency. Then it’s the 
fact they specifically want Tommy to come, and now Puffy’s being super cryptic about why 
they actually called us out here in the first place, considering there’s no external damage to 
the ship. I say we get out of here.” 


“Niki wouldn’t call us out here for no reason. The crew of the N’mesis are our allies,” 
Techno reminded them. 


“And that’s exactly why I don’t trust it.” Tubbo crossed his arms, a habit that he’d picked up 
from Tommy over the years. “Yeah, we’ve worked with them in the past, but they’re bounty 
hunters.” 


“We’re bounty hunters,” Ranboo pointed out. 


“That’s my point,” Tubbo said, sounding frustrated. “The only reason we do half the missions 
we do is for the money. They’re the same way. Who’s to say it’s not a trap?” 


“This is Niki we’re talking about,” Wilbur argued. “Have some faith in her and the crew. 
They wouldn’t jump immediately onto the biggest cashpot they can find, especially when 
they know us. Plus, the only people who would put bounties on us are Asempii, and Niki 
knows that Asempii can’t be trusted. We told her that a while ago.” 


“T’m not saying I don’t have faith in her, I’m just saying this is incredibly suspicious,” Tubbo 
countered. “We should hail them again and ask why they specifically called for Tommy at 
least. They could’ve been overpowered and the emergency call was to lure us in for him to be 
captured.” 


“We do need to be prepared for any situation with every encounter, even among friends,” Phil 
interjected. Wilbur started to protest, but Phil held up a hand, palm facing out towards the 
phant, another gesture the crew had picked up from Tommy over the years. “It would be the 
same even if Tommy wasn’t here,” he continued. “Being asked to board a ship without 
specifying a reason why is suspicious in any context, and Niki won’t fault us for being 
cautious.” 


“T say we go.” 


That turned all five heads towards Tommy, from where he was stood up against the far wall, 
away from the glass windows. 


“The N’mesis crew are friends of ours, and it’s important to maintain good relations with the 
few bounty hunter friends we do have,” Tommy said, essentially quoting what Phil had said 
earlier. The elytrian definitely noticed, as he flicked the golden feathers on the sides of his 
head, pleased. “But I also agree that a level of caution is a good idea. We can carry phasers, 
concealed ones. Niki will understand, if she even finds out about them.” 


There was a pause after that, with five pairs of various shaped eyes all staring in Tommy’s 
direction. He would have felt nervous, had they been anyone else’s. But these five pairs 
brought nothing to him, nothing more than a slightly comforting wave that he would never 
actually admit to. 


Five pairs of eyes, each with dozens of their own ways of expressing themselves yet all 
conveying the same things despite it. Tommy had memorized every single one. 


Seven years spent with people will do that to you. 


“When did you become so responsible?” Techno rumbled, with a twitch of his snout that 
meant he was amused. A pull on the corner of his dark beady eyes that showed he was fond. 
A familiar face that Tommy often saw directed at himself, Ranboo, and Tubbo. He saw it 
almost as often as the annoyed, exasperated one that the piglin often wore when the three 
younger members of the crew got up to something reckless, like joyriding on a stolen tourist 
flighter jet around Ely a couple years ago. 


“Piss off,” Tommy scoffed, but he couldn’t keep his own fond smile off of his face, even if 
the crew couldn’t see it behind the layers of fabric. They could tell anyways. They knew him 
well enough for that. 


Stepping through the airlock of the Esbiai and onto the N’mesis was a more oddly familiar 
feeling than the moment Tommy had shared with the crew just a few minutes prior. The six 
of them had been on the N’mesis plenty of times; occasionally the two crews would meet up 
to exchange supplies, information, and share a decent meal together like old friends in the 
vastness of space. 


This typically occurred on the edges of dead zones, where no one would bother them and the 
two ships could drift for a cycle, docked together. Floating on a sea, like two lifeboats tied 
together with rope, before the rope snapped and the crews parted, off to venture into the 
unknown without the other. 


Hm. Probably not one of Tommy’s best analogies, considering two separated lifeboats hardly 
could reattach themselves, or even find each other again. But there was the similarity in the 
protection and safety that the two ships were able to experience in their brief connection. 


Eh, it was a good enough metaphor. He didn’t really care. 


Tommy glanced at the painted walls of the N’mesis for a moment, staring at the swirling 
patterns of sage greens and soft blues, baby pinks and blood reds. It was a good way to steel 


himself, tracing lines of chaotic colors before allowing himself to turn his eyes to Jack. 


There was nothing wrong with Jack, of course. He was a perfectly nice fellow, not far off in 
relative age from Tommy, Tubbo, and Ranboo himself. He was cheerful, funny, and a bit of a 
prankster just like the rest of them. 


He was, however, a Blazin. 


The creature that Tommy had first spotted out in those woods that fateful day on Earth had 
been later revealed to him as being a Blazin. A spider like creature with a few dozen legs and 
a skull almost the same shape as a human’s. However, they could fold up the majority of 
those legs and support themselves on only six, somehow standing in an upright almost 
bipedal-like position while using another four as arms. 


Tommy had no idea how Jack walked like that, but after their first rather... eventful meeting 
where he had been using all of his legs, the Blazin began to hold himself in the more bipedal 
position instead. Probably not wanting a repeat of the panic attack, lashing out, and later 
mental breakdown that had occurred during and after that first introduction. 


Jack even wore little caps over each of his feet/hands to prevent him from being burned, even 
though that was something that he already had done prior to their meeting in order to not 


leave scald marks on the floor of the N’mesis. His temperature was also rather cool compared 
to other Blazin’s, so he didn’t radiate the pure heat that the one that had kidnapped Tommy 
had. Phil had told him that once in passing. 


But that still didn’t make it easy. 


Jack’s eyes were a similar shade of dark blue, like the center of candlelight, as his 
kidnapper’s had been. His scaled limbs and skull-like face were a deep scarlet that mixed 
with paler, brighter oranges and reds. The color of his scales were nothing like the brilliant 
gold of the Blazin that had tortured Tommy for months by burning his flesh, yet the face 
shape was the same, the legs were the same, it was just too raw and familiar. 


At first, Tommy hadn’t been able to look at Jack, not for a while. The Blazin never seemed to 
take offense, and neither did the rest of the crew of the N’mesis. Likely due to the fact 
Tommy had overheard the hushed conversation of Wilbur explaining to them an abridged 
version of his past to explain his reaction upon their first meeting. 


Now, though, Tommy was a little more calm with Jack, it had just taken him a while. He 
could look at Jack, laugh with him, pull pranks with him, but it always took him a moment to 
prepare for the sucker punch straight to his gut of the similarities to his torturer. 


“Ayup, Tommy,” the Blazin in question greeted. Another thing about Blazin’s was how 
accented their Galactic was due to their limited vocal range, so thick that practically only a 
trained ear could make out what they were saying. It meant that Tommy’s own heavy accent 
went practically unnoticed by the N’mesis crew. 


“Ayup,” Tommy greeted him back, not glancing behind himself as he felt Tubbo and Techno 
exit the airlock and the door whoosh shut behind him. He tried his best not to flinch as it 
sealed, and it only barely worked. If he hadn’t been wearing his layers of fabric, he was sure 
the Blazin would’ve picked up on it. “I heard I’m getting rather popular around here. Finally 
find something you need the great Tommy Innit to do for you?” he joked, trying to keep the 
mood lighthearted. 


Jack didn’t answer, not at first, but he did suddenly lean forward, pushing himself up onto his 
rear feet to gain height. Swirling, pupilless blue eyes peered into Tommy’s own, practically 
looming over him. Tommy did flinch back at that, the jerky movement making him 
instinctively want to reach for his phaser, concealed among his layers, but his hand paused 
halfway through, holding perfectly still. 


His crew, however, did not seem to share his sentiment for concealed phasers, because 
Tommy felt a hooved hand wrap around his arm and tug him back against a warm chest just 
as Tubbo pushed himself in front of him, hand directly over where his own phaser was 
supposed to have been hidden and a warning flash of the stinger on the inside of his wrist, 
pointed not so subtly at the Blazin’s throat. 


Jack, however, seemed unconcerned by the interruption, settling back onto all of his six feet, 
still staring at Tommy. “I knew it,” the Blazin muttered, almost in awe. 


“Knew what?” Phil demanded, in a level but clearly cold tone. He tugged Tubbo back with 
scolding click, and the apicapra withdrew hesitantly, mumbling to himself about how he 
could have taken Jack down. Ranboo patted him sympathetically on the shoulder, but no one 
did anything further than that. 


Jack was silent again, glancing from Phil to Tommy, to back to Phil again. “It’s complicated,” 
he said. 


Tommy could see Tubbo open his mouth to retort, but before the young apicapra could say 
anything, a familiar voice echoed from down the hall. 


“Yes, it is rather complicated,” Niki called, moments before stepping into view of the airlock 
door. Her pale yellow and baby pink scales glimmering in the lights of the N’mesis. 


When Tommy first met Niki, it had taken a lot out of him just to try and prevent himself from 
yelling out “I knew it!”. All those years ago, months prior to them ever meeting, Tommy 
often speculated about some kind of fishy themed alien with gills, wishing he could be one in 
order to overcome the pain and terror that came from the waterboarding he had been put 
through. 


Niki was the perfect example of a fish-like alien, though Tommy would rather liken her to 
some kind of mythical mermaid or siren because of how closely she resembled a human. Her 
face shape was the same, save for the lack of nose, and while she had no eyebrows and her 
eyes were too big and too far apart on her face for them to be human, they were still 
structured similarly. Sure, her scleras were only barely visible at the edges of her eyes, but it 
was there. Her irises pupils were structured just like Tommy’s. 


She seemed to have hair, a deep, rosy pink that was just long enough to brush her chin. Yet, it 
wasn’t actually hair. Wilbur had explained It to him at one point that her “hair” were actually 
thousands of thin tendrils that she could control just as easily as if they were limbs, which 
had been quite a horrifying thought at the time. Tommy tried not to think about it nowadays. 
He hadn’t seen her move them in all the times they had met, but occasionally he would spy 
the tendrils shifting in a way that was just barely too odd to be like normal hair. 


But save for the gills, the scales, the fins that decorated her arms, legs, and between her three 
fingers, as well as the neck contraption she had to wear in order to breathe air, she could 
almost look human. 


Her people, the Cetiu, lived on a mostly water planet a lot like Earth, called Merxi. It had 
more water than Earth did, though, closer to 98% than his home planet’s 70%. They were 
aquatic based creatures with no natural way to breath air, but a device had been created on 
their planet that allowed them to live a life out of the water, which was how they made it to 
space in the first place. 


Niki gave Tommy a soft smile as she approached, a habit she picked up from the crew of the 

Esbiai, who of course picked it up from Tommy all those years ago. The rows of sharp shark- 
like teeth in her mouth would have unnerved him once, like Wilbur’s used to, but now it was 

more normal for him to see sharp teeth than blunt ones. 


He wasn’t even sure if he had met another alien with teeth like a human’s. Sure, there were 
plenty of omnivores out in the universe, but none of them had teeth that quite looked like his 
own. 


“Its nice to see you, Tommy,” Niki said, pale blue eyes glittering, before she turned towards 
Wilbur and the crew. “It’s nice to see all of you, thank you for coming. I know this was all 
very... not clear.” 


“You could say that again,” Ranboo muttered, and Tommy grinned behind his mask, as he 
typically did when he heard the crew say a phrase they picked up from him. 


“Yes, you were rather vague in your emergency commlink,” Phil said, as if Ranboo hadn’t 
spoken. “You’ll have to forgive us for being cautious,” he glanced over at Tubbo, who was 
still half-pushed behind him. “And rather on edge.” 


“Of course, no worries,” Niki reassured, looking not concerned at all. She glanced at Jack, 
who made a quiet whooshing noise that Tommy didn’t catch the meaning of. “I mean our job 
does require some level of caution, and we were forced to be uninformative due to...” her 
eyes shifted towards Tommy with a look that he couldn’t read. “Erm, complications. We 
couldn’t risk any unwanted ears listening in.” 


“Well, now that we’re here,” Techno drawled. “Think you could tell us what the point of 
calling us all the way out was? There didn’t seem to be any outside damage to the ship.” 


Jack and Niki shared a look, another one that Tommy wasn’t able to read. “It’s complicated,” 
Jack said after a moment, Niki murmuring an agreement. 


“So you’ve said,” Wilbur interjected, stepping forward towards Niki. “I know you’ve been 
vague over commlink and you have reason to, but there’s nobody listening other than us here. 
What’s the problem? Why did you bring us all the way out here?” 


Another look, but this one... Tommy could read. A silent conversation using just their eyes. 
An argument, really, trying to decide between telling them or not. It made Tommy feel more 
curious than suspicious, really. 


“T think it’d be easier if I just show you,” Niki finally said, after a few moments, her eyes 
flicking up towards Tommy again. She shifted, allowing more space in the hallway for them 
to pass. 


Tommy made no immediate move to do so, and neither did the rest of the crew. 


“Please,” Niki said, after a few moments pause, her eyes not leaving Tommy’s. “I know this 
is odd, and suspicious, but I ask you to trust me.” 


In a normal situation, Tommy wouldn’t, but now? He was oddly inclined to actually trust 
her. 


Besides, even if things did go sour, Tommy had a gun for a reason. Or, well, they were 
technically phasers but it would always be a laser gun to Tommy. 


He held her gaze for a moment or two longer. There was something odd in her expression, 
something almost desperate but at the same time... amused. Like she knew that he was going 
to actually enjoy whatever she was hiding behind the emergency distress call. 


He smiled, not that she could see it, and stepped forward, out of the hallway from the airlock 
and around the corner to her side. He ignored the confused noises and protests from behind 
himself, keeping eyes locked with Niki. 


“Lead the way,” Tommy said, before turning away, back towards the crew. 


Both Techno and Phil were giving him knowing looks, while Wilbur just looked surprised. 
Ranboo and Tubbo were both seeming uncertain, with Tubbo trying more so to protest than 
anything else. 


Tommy just shrugged, tapping two fingers against his thigh, not that the motion was very 
clear considering the layers of fabric that obscured his form. The crew recognized it anyway. 


Hand signals were easier to use to communicate on busy market planets than words, and they 
were very convenient to use when you didn’t want other people to know what you were 
saying without speaking a whole new language. 


Trust me. 


Techno only nodded at him, flicking his thumb out from where it was resting, arm dangling at 
his side. The other four members of the Esbiai crew echoed it only moments later, all with 
varying degrees of fond yet exasperated looks on their faces. 


Always. 


They don’t get much information about why exactly they’re here after that, not that Tommy 
was really expecting any. This whole journey, through space and then through the N’mesis, 
was cryptic to all hell, and at this point, Tommy wasn’t expecting more than the bare bones 
from Niki or Jack as the two led them through the winding corridors. 


The N’mesis was a newer ship than the Esbiai, a bigger one too, but that just meant there 
were more rooms and the hallways and layout were all the more elaborate and confusing. 
Wilbur was the only one of the Esbiai crew who could make it around the ship without a 
guide, but even he would get lost sometimes in the dozens of passageways that all seemed to 
be the same. 


One thing Tommy did note, however, was how they were on a downward incline, much like 
the one that led to cargo bay on their own ship. Even as Niki and Jack twisted them through 
one hallway after the next, they seemed to be going down on a continuous slope. 


Another thing he noticed as they walked, was the pairs of eyes that lingered around hallway 
junctions and in rooms. Fundy, Puffy, Schlatt, all watching as they went by but not joining 
them, nor stopping them. Just, watching. Staring. 


It certainly wasn’t helping the suspicion factor, but Tommy was much less tense now then he 
was going into this. That didn’t mean he wasn’t on edge, because he was, but he was 
definitely less so than when they were first walking into this situation. 


After what seemed like ages, the ground finally evened out of the downward slope they had 
been walking on, and the first door they came across was the one that Niki finally stopped at. 
Jack stopped just a second later, stepping a bit further away as Niki turned to face Tommy 
and the rest of the crew of the Esbiai. 


“Before I— before you see this,” she said, the gills on her neck fluttering in a way that 
Tommy recognized as a nervous behavior of hers. “Just know we came across them on 
accident.” 


“What does that mean?” Phil asked, more curious than accusatory. 


“Just...”’ Niki glanced at him for a second before locking eyes with Tommy instead. “Keep 
that in mind. That’s all I ask.” 


Tommy raised an eyebrow at her, invisible underneath the fabric that shrouded him. She 
wouldn’t know the meaning of the expression anyways, but his crew would. 


Niki kept eye contact with him for a moment, two, before sighing and turning to face the 
door. 


The door itself was nothing special. A dark purplish-red color, completely opaque, not unlike 
the green doors on the Esbiai. Niki placed her palm on the scanner in the wall, but instead of 


opening, the door turned from its normal level of being completely opaque, to near 
completely see through. Transparent, just like the door to the cell Tommy had spent the first 
few months of his time on the Esbiai in. 


From the angle he was at, Tommy couldn’t quite see inside, so he stepped forward, angling 
his head. A clawed hand gently brushed against his arm, Wilbur’s, Tommy could tell, as a 
warning, but didn’t stop him. 


Inside the containment cell was a creature. 


Tommy could identify what species it was at first, even though it looked awfully familiar. 


The creature seemed mostly hairless, skin visible on almost all of its body except for its head 
and, of course, clothing. The thick patch of fur on its head was long, but seemed unevenly 
cut, longer on one side of its face and shorter on the other, as if it was sheared off. Its lips 
were peeled back in an aggressive manner, revealing sharp teeth in the front of its mouth, but 
not particularly pointed. Its dark eyes were narrowed, but there was a visible sclera, pupil, 
and iris. Its claws seemed blunt and dull, pinkish-toned. 


The creature was sat on the ground, one arm stretched out behind it as if shielding something 
protectively behind itself, while the other, as well as both of its legs, were being used to push 


itself away from the door. 


It looked so familiar. The itch of missing something scratched incessantly at Tommy’s brain. 
Two hands, two legs. A nose pointed outwards with flared nostrils. Rounded ears on either 
side of its head. The teeth. Sharp but not particularly pointy. Oh so familiar. 


Oh. 


Oh. 


The realization slammed into Tommy’s gut like he was being slammed into his seat during a 
launch from a planet’s surface. All the air left his lungs in a sharp exhale as his eyes widened, 
stepping closer to the door. He could distantly hear Tubbo calling his name, in a hushed tone, 
but Tommy paid him no mind. The sound of rushing water filling his ears helped with that. 
They could see into the room too though, surely. 


There was— 


There was a human in there. 


It had been so long since Tommy he had seen another human. Years. Years since those days 
back on the poachers’ ship, watching members of his fellow species die one by one until he 
was the only one left in that cargo bay. The only occupied cage in the rows of two dozen. 


“We found them on a Vohidrian ship,” Niki’s voice was the one who broke through the 
roaring, but wasn’t enough to tear Tommy’s gaze away. She spoke softly, sounding unsure. 
“We had gotten a tip from an elytrian mercenary on an outpost on one of Phan’s moons to 
keep an eye out for any suspicious activity from them, and, well, they had been right.” 


Tommy didn’t bother responding, eyes still locked onto the creature— the human inside. 


He barely paid any attention to the conversation beginning behind him. He could pick out his 
crew’s voices individually, as well as Niki and Jack, but they might as well be just 
background noise at this point. 


Tommy stared into the room, unable to tear his eyes away. The human inside had their teeth 
bared, eyebrows furrowed, and body rigid, all familiar displays of aggression, ones that 
Tommy himself used. But Tommy could recognize what was going on underneath. 


They were terrified. 


And... 


The arm thrown out behind them, continuing to back up but leaving enough space for 
something behind them. 


They were protecting something. 


Tommy tilted his head slightly, eyes narrowing, mind running through what exactly the 
human inside could be protecting that was worth so much to them. Especially to put 
themselves in harms way for it. Food or water, maybe? Perhaps the Vohidrians deprived them 


of resources on their ship. The human didn't look that starved. They didn't look healthy for 
sure, but they didn't look like they'd been starved. 


“Open the door.” 


The conversation behind him halted immediately, but Tommy didn’t turn to face them. He 
could feel seven pairs of eyes burning into him from behind, but he kept his own on the pair 
in front of him, still glaring furiously, but also scared out of their mind. 


“Are you insane?” Jack asked, sounding just a tad horrified. 


“T can’t say it’s one of your best ideas,” Techno deadpanned, practically agreeing, but far less 
concerned than Jack sounded. 


Tommy gave an amused huff. “At least keep it open long enough for me to go inside.” 


“No way!” Tubbo shouted. “You’re not going in there by yourself!” 


“Why?” Tommy spun on his heel to face them, facing his crew, Niki, and Jack, all with 
varying emotions on their face. Unsure, neutral, wary, consideration. Just some of a few. 
Defensive, sympathetic anger was rising in his chest, for someone he’d never even spoken to, 
never even met other than just now through the door of a cell.““Because it's dangerous? 
Because they,” Tommy tilted his head to the side, gesturing at the human in the cell. “Are 
dangerous?” 


Tubbo faltered, visibly. “Everyone is dangerous,” he said, “especially when they're locked in 
a cage surrounded by people they don’t know and have no way of understanding.” 


“You could make the same argument for me,” Tommy pointed out, “seven years ago, locked 
in a cell without a translator.” 


The tension in the hallway was palpable, and the silence that followed after his words didn’t 
help matters. Niki and Jack were seemingly remaining silent out of respect, knowing that this 
conversation didn’t need their input at the moment. Wilbur and Phil still hadn’t said a word, 
with Wilbur’s tail and spines displaying his anxiety and conflict in this, while Phil seemed... 
calm, almost. His eyes stared into Tommy, analyzing him. 


Ranboo also had yet to say anything, tail flicking nervously behind him but when Tommy 
glanced his way, the endrian gave him a gesture similar to that of a human nod. It meant less 
of “yes” and more of “vague agreement” in endrian culture. Tommy took it as Ranboo having 
no opinion on whether he go in or not, which was kind of ironic, honestly, considering he 
remembered Ranboo being the one so against anyone going to meet him when he had been in 
the cell all those years ago. 


Techno seemed to have no disagreements either, if the way his gaze and body language 
portrayed nonchalant acceptance. His dark eyes twinkled slightly, practically giving away 
that the piglin was amused more than anything else. 


Tubbo, however, seemed... scared. Or at the very least anxious. His wings were twitching 
rapidly, nervously, and his antennae were curled down around his horns. His mandibles were 
clacked togther tightly. 


His crew. Tommy would do anything for them. They were his family, just like the family he 
could never return to back on earth. 


“Listen,” he said, letting his tone take a softer turn, anger dissolving just as fast as it came. 
“They aren’t going to hurt me. They’re just scared, and probably hurt. They couldn’t hurt me 
even if they do try.” 


“You shouldn’t go in alone.” Tubbo’s voice was also softer, his own anger also seeming lost 
in the momentary pause. 


“They’ ll be calmer if I do,” Tommy replied. “They are scared to death in there. They don’t 
understand a single word we’re saying right now, and a bunch of us suddenly invading their 
space will only make them more likely to lash out. I can handle them on my own.” 


“T can’t say I’m particularly... comfortable, with this,” Wilbur started, his words slow and 
measured out, as if he was still trying to figure out what to say as he was saying it. “But they 
will be more comfortable around you than if any of us went in there.” 


“Let’s face it, Tommy’s the only one who probably could go in there by himself without 
getting attacked,” Ranboo pointed out, tail swishing behind him. 


“Tt’s still not a great idea,” Phil said, “but it is the best one, I think.” 


“He shouldn’t go in alone!” Tubbo protested. 


“The runt can handle himself,” Techno chuffed, sounding unbothered by the entire 
conversation. One of his hands plopped down on top of Tommy’s head, ruffling his hair 
through the fabric that covered it. Tommy batted the offending hand away with a grin, hidden 
behind the mask. The piglin stared at him for a moment, eyes twinkling with mirth and 
something fond, but also with concern, if only a bit. “Give him some credit, shoat,” Techno 
said, this time addressing Tubbo with a nickname, to which the apicapra gasped. 


“We are nearly the same age!” Tubbo said incredulously. 


“Tf only in orbits, not in maturity or relative age,” Techno scoffed, flicking the apicapra on 
the shoulder, another gesture the crew had learned from Tommy. 


Tubbo slapped his hand away, but not hard. A nonphysical weight seemed to have been lifted 
off of his shoulders with the brief banter, but worry still glittered in his eyes when he turned 
to face Tommy. “I still don’t like this,” the apicapra said. 


“Weren’t you the one always dragging Ranboo into my cell all those years ago?” Tommy 
joked, trying to make light of the situation. “If you lot thought you could handle me when I 
was malnourished and hurt, then I certainly can handle a human who’s likely in the same 
boat.” 


“Hey,” Ranboo protested, only sounding slightly offended. 


Tubbo still looked unsure, the faint twitching of his wings practically blaring out his anxiety 
to the world. Or at the very least, to Tommy and the rest of the Esbiai crew, who were more 
familiar with reading his body language. “If it looks like you’re going to get hurt, I’m coming 
in,” the apicapra relented. 


“That won’t happen,” Tommy assured his crewmate, signing the familiar trust me. That 
seemed to take the edge off of Tubbo’s mind for a second, his antennae perking up. 


“Be careful,” was all that Phil said as Tommy turned back around towards the door. The 
human on the other side was still in their same spot, in the same position, looking just as 
terrified yet angry as before. 


“T will,” Tommy promised without looking back, his eyes locked onto the human’s again. 
Their eyes narrowed when they saw him looking at them again, their body language turning 
more aggressive, even despite their obvious fear. 


He regarded them for a moment, two, watched them as they shoved themselves closer to the 
wall behind them while seemingly still keeping enough space for something to crowd behind 
them, out of his view. 


Tommy turned to Niki and locked eyes with her as she stood to his side, her piercing blue 
eyes staring into what felt like his very soul. It was in that moment that he understood. Why 
they called him here, even though they should have no knowledge of him being human. 


It was the eyes. 


No alien species he’d met so far had eyes the exact same as his. Phil’s eyes were the only 
ones close, but his were more similar to Niki’s in the fact that their scleras were only barely 
visible, his eyes being mostly iris and pupil than anything else. Tommy’s eyes were the only 
ones he’d seen with all three easily visible and distinguishing colors. 


The human inside had darker eyes than he did, but they were structured the same as his. 
Unique to the universe, just like his. 


Jack leaning over him when they first arrived, staring straight at his eyes. The mumbled “I 
knew it”. The fact that Niki and the rest of her crew even knew to call for him in the first 
place. 


After all their work to disguise his species, to the point they covered every inch of him other 
than his eyes, and yet he still unintentionally gave himself away the moment that they knew 
what humans actually looked like. 


“Open the door,” Tommy said, not breaking eye contact with her. She knew he was human 
now, after all. She knew why he would want to go in anyway. “Close it behind me.” 


Niki’s gills fluttered, and her hand raised to the wall. Tommy took the hint and turned back to 
face the door, finding the eyes of the human inside once again. 


They looked less visibly angry now. The tension had drained partially out of their muscles, 
mouth more relaxed and not pulled back to bare teeth. They looked... confused. The 
aggression was quick to return, though, once they noticed Tommy’s attention on them again. 


The door slid open just a moment later, raising upwards and into the ceiling. 


The human jolted in surprise, eyes widening as they glanced towards where it had 
disappeared to. It took them only a moment to lock eyes with him again and start shove 
themselves further back, bare feet sliding against the slick metal floor. A hiss peeled out from 
their throat, a sound that Tommy was sure would be menacing to anyone who hadn’t 
encountered a human before. 


Tommy paid no mind to the hiss, though, stepping inside of the cell with them. The door 
practically slammed closed behind him from how fast it dropped, sealing him in. A quick 
glance backwards revealed his crew staring worriedly through the transparent material, Niki 
and Jack hovering near the section of wall that would allow them to open the door back up 
just in case. 


He didn’t bother paying any attention to them, though, turning back to the human, the person 
in front of him. 


They were practically shaking from the terror Tommy was sure they felt. Their hissing was 
now accompanied by a slight cough as they pushed themselves away from him. 


They weren’t talking. 


Tommy tilted his head slightly, because they weren’t actually talking. There were no words 
being spoken, in any kind of language. They were just... hissing. 


Well, it made some sense, he guessed. They thought he was an alien who couldn’t understand 
them. There was no point in talking if no communication could be actually had. Tommy had 
only ever spoke to his captives to shout threats at them, and that had gotten him gagged on 
the poachers ship. Perhaps this human had gone through something similar. 


He didn’t know how to handle this. It had been so long since he’d seen another human. How 
was he supposed to approach someone who was so clearly terrified of him? 


Showing that he wasn’t an alien was probably a good start. 


Tommy moved slowly as he raised his hands up, showing them in the common surrender 
pose that the remembered from movies and tv shows back on earth. Raising your hands to 
show you weren’t armed, or something. He lowered himself down, into a crouching position, 
to be more eye level with the person in front of him. 


They hissed again, eyes flicking from his hands to his face, but the hiss sounded more unsure 
this time. Less aggressive. Weaker. Their eyes looked at his hands again, spotting how they 


were wrapped in a way that still allowed him to use all of his fingers but disguising the fact 
that they had no claws or natural weapons. 


Slowly, he extended one hand out to them, held out as if there were a glass wall in between 
them and his palm was splayed out on it. That earned him another hiss, followed by a cough, 
as well as the person to shrink backwards more. A muffled noise came from behind them, but 
Tommy pretended to ignore it, focusing on them. 


Without breaking eye contact, Tommy reached with his other hand and found the edge of the 
wrapping that concealed his hand. They were like bandages in shape, a long thin strip that 
was wound around his palm and each finger to allow him a somewhat range of motion. It 
didn’t take much to unravel, but he kept his movements slow as to not spook the person. 


It took a few seconds, but finally his hand was bare, revealing pinkish pale skin and blunt 
nails. Just like their own. 


The person froze, staring at his hand with shock in their eyes. Their shoulders were still hiked 
up to their ears and every inch of them was still tense, but the anger drained out of their face 
at the sight of his, very much human, hand. 


“See?” Tommy whispered, slowly. English was rough on him nowadays. It wasn’t like he got 
much time to practice it anymore. The words were familiar, lilting and soft and easier on his 
throat than Galactic was, but his vocabulary was likely nowhere near what it used to be when 
he was taken from Earth. “I’m like you. Don’t be scared.” 


Their eyes shot to his face, his eyes. Their own were even wider now, face dropped, mouth 
open and jaw slack. 


Slowly, drawing back his hands, Tommy found the first layer of his fabrics, the one draped 
over his head like a hood, and peeled it down. There were more, of course, and his fingers 
found them next. The one that hid his hair, the one that wrapped around his neck, and finally 
the one that covered his mouth and nose. The fabric settled around where was crouched, but 
he paid it no mind, the air cool against his face without the sheets covering it. 


“See?” Tommy whispered again, raising up his hands in surrender again. “I’m human too. 
You’re okay. I won’t hurt you.” 


The person kept staring at him, tension draining from their body, eyes flicking rapidly from 
his bare hand to his newly revealed face, his hair that was, albeit, a bit longer and more wild 
than Tommy would have liked for his first meeting with a human in seven years. 


“What the fuck,” they said, their voice croaky and weak. The sound of it, clear as day, with 
no underlying echoes or sounds, was what startled Tommy. There wasn’t any weird echoing, 
so they were speaking English, just English, clear as day. 


“You speak English,” Tommy said breathily, his voice barely above a whisper, the relief 
echoing in his voice as a weight he hadn’t known was there lifted off of his shoulders. That 
made things instantly easier. He would have no idea what to do if they didn’t. He could 
barely remember the words to his own language, he couldn’t probably speak a word of any 
other human language to them. 


“You’re human,” the person bluntly, their tone conveying their disbelief, but also betraying 
the lilt of hope that Tommy could hear. 


“Um. Yes?” Tommy replied, tilting his head and giving them a nervous smile. This was so 
much fucking harder than he thought it would be. “You’re safe. No one will hurt you, I 
promise. My name is Tommy. I use masculine pronouns. He/him.” 


The person tilted their head at him, wariness seeming to creep back up on them. “Kristin,” 
they rasped. “She/her.” 


“You're safe,” Tommy said again, trying to be as reassuring as possible. That’s what you 
were supposed to do with people who had just gone through trauma right? Repeat that they’re 
safe over and over again? Stars, how Tommy wished he had someone to do that for him all 
those years ago. “I’m not going to hurt you. I’m sorry if I scared you earlier. Are you hurt? 
Can I help?” 


Kristin shifted her gaze from him to something behind him, and her eyes hardened. “Your 
pals over there,” She said, ignoring his own as something distrustful began to creep into her 
voice. “They have any plans on coming in?” 


“Not if you don’t want them to.” Tommy was quick to assure her, trying to not let his smile 
falter. “I mean, they have to open the door. To let us out. But they won’t come in. None of 
them will hurt you either.” 


“Let us out?” She asked, switching back to look at him with something hard in her dark eyes. 
“You mean letting you out.” 


“No, us,” Tommy promised, turning slightly to point through the door “The two up there, the- 
the fish alien, and the...” Tommy had to trail off for a moment, trying to wrack his brain for 
the proper English words he’d need to describe Jack, knowing of them in galactic but unable 
to produce the English equivalent. “The many legs guy,” he settled on. “They are scared of 
you. Me. Humans. Them and their friends. They put you here because humans are...” he 
drew a blank for a second time. “Scary?” He tried, internally cringing at how unsure he 
sounded. 


“Scary,” Kristin said bluntly, her tone indicating it wasn’t intended as a question though 
seemingly phrased like one. 


“Close enough,” Tommy nodded. “Sorry, uh, my English doesn’t seem to be that great 
anymore,” his smile was kind of half-hearted now. “Not aliens many know it, I don’t get 
much practice using it. Guess I lost it after a while.” He cleared his throat, looking away and 
settling back into a more relaxed position. “Humans aren’t... known, out here. What people 
don’t know scares them. The others put you here in case you were a... a...” he trailed off. He 
couldn’t think of the word. Not in English. It sat on the tip of his tongue in Galactic, but 
Kristin wouldn’t know its meaning. 


“A threat?” She guessed anyways, causing him to look back at her. She also seemed more 
relaxed, but her body was still angled awkwardly, shielding something from his view. 


“Yes,” Tommy agreed, though that hadn’t quite been the word he thought of. “A danger,” he 
said in Galactic, which was really not much more than a throaty hissing sound to her, but 
there wasn’t anything he could do about that. Sure enough, she shot him a surprised, yet wary 
look. He huffed, amusement trickling into the noise but only barely. “That’s the word. In uh, 
alien, language. I can’t remember the English term.” 


“You speak their language?” Kristin asked, shifting forward a bit, curiousity lighting in her 
eyes. Whatever was behind her made a noise, quiet shuffling, as it was given just a tad more 


space. 


“Mhm,” Tommy hummed, keeping his eyes away from behind Kristin as if he hadn’t heard it. 
“TIt’d be hard to get anything done if I didn’t,” he half-joked. Words were coming back to 
him, slowly but surely. He was feeling more confident in what he said, at least, not keeping 
his sentences short as he tried to remember certain words. “It was easier for me to learn their 
language than teach them all English. I would have been a waste of space for the past few 
years if I hadn’t learned,” he joked again, giving Kristin a hesitant smile this time. 


She didn’t laugh. Just stared at him with something unreadable on her face. Almost fear, but 
not... quite. Tommy couldn’t tell exactly what it was. Her muscles were stiff again, but not 
defensively, more like she was surprised. She didn’t say a word, her dark eyes practically 
boring into him. 


In the growing silence between the two of them in the next few moments, it finally clicked 
for him. 


Horror. 


“You've been here. In space. For years,” she said, finally breaking her silence after what felt 
like hours, but was likely only a few seconds. 


Ah. That would definitely do it. 


Tommy hadn’t even thought about it when he’d said it. Of course he’d been here for years. 
Elytra’s orbits around its host star were about 380 of Elytran days, which were roughly two 
hours longer than Earth days. The Esbiai crew kept time in Elytran orbits, so Tommy knew 
that it had been about seven and a quarter orbits since he’d been rescued from the poachers. 
Doing the math, which was easier than it sounded but still needlessly complicated, meant that 
if he counted the two or three months that he’d spent with the poachers, he’d been in space 
for almost nine Earth years. Eight and three quarters to be exact. 


Of course she would be horrified to hear that. She’d been in space for what, a few months at 
best? Kristin likely still thought she had a chance of going home. Just like Tommy had in the 
beginning. 


He looked away from her for a moment, worrying his bottom lip between his teeth as he 
debated internally what he should say. He was drawing a blank. He had no idea what he could 
say that would make this seem easier on her. The only thing he could do is change the 
subject, and that would make her only more concerned. 


He didn’t have another option. This wasn’t the time nor place to break the fact that she would 
never be returning to Earth. 


“Are you hurt at all?” Tommy asked, glancing back at her and not bothering to try and fake a 
smile. Her eyes went from horrified to steely, sharp as flint and suspicious, with just those 
five words. She knew what he was doing. “Aliens really have good medical supplies. I still 
can’t believe half the things they can do.” 


Kristin didn’t respond for a moment, looking him up and down again. Whatever fragile peace 
he had made with her during their conversation had surely been broken, but there was 
nothing he could do about that now other than try to build it back up the best he could. 


“I’m fine, but...” she spoke finally, before glancing behind him at the door. Her gaze 
hardened further. “Tell your guys to fuck off,” Kristin continued, less of a request and more 
of a demand. 


Tommy glanced behind himself as well, finding the others unchanged in their positions 
behind the door. They were still visible, of course, watching them, but they didn’t seem to be 
doing anything. 


“They won’t come in,” Tommy promised, turning back around. “They’re only there because 
they are concerned for me. I had to convince them to let me in here alone.” 


“Right, yeah, because they’re scared of me,” Kristin said dryly. “Tell them to leave.” 


Tommy blinked, a little put off by the request. “Can I ask why?” 


“No, you can’t. Now do it before I make you leave,” she snapped. Her voice had turned high- 
pitched. She sounded stressed. 


Tommy hesitated for a moment, weighing his options, before drawing back to give her more 
space. He didn’t want to stress her out more, and her kicking him out wasn’t going to help 
either of them, especially if she was hurt. Tommy looked over his shoulder again to meet his 
crew’s eyes and gestured for them to back away. 


To which Tubbo vehemently shook his head, having learned the gesture from Tommy. 


“Just do it,” Tommy hissed quietly in Galactic, while making the sign for “trust me” to them. 
“She s scared. Just move out of sight from the door.” 


Tubbo shook his head again, but was quickly pulled back by Phil’s hand around his arm. “Be 
careful,” the elytrian warned him. 


“T will,” he promised. 


One by one, the others slowly moved out of sight from the door. Jack and Niki were first, 
seeming reluctant but not questioning it. Wilbur was quietly protesting as Techno pulled him 
away, while Techno himself gave Tommy a quick sign of “good luck” before stepping out of 
view. Ranboo also seemed reluctant, but slipped away, while Tubbo had to quite literally be 
dragged out of sight by Phil. 


When Tommy could no longer see any of them, he finally turned back around to face Kristin, 
giving her a small smile. “All gone,” he assured her. 


Kristin gave him a bit of a suspicious look, tilting her head to see behind him to double check 
that he was telling the truth. She seemed to be satisfied with what she found, sitting back and 


relaxing only slightly. She gave him one more final look that he couldn’t read, not horror this 
time, almost suspicion, but not quite. As if she was trying to decide if she trusted him. 


She seemed to make her decision, regarding him with one last analyzing look before turning 
away. Kristin looked over her shoulder, whispering softly to something behind her, so quiet 
that it was barely audible to Tommy’s ears, even with him being in the same room as her. 


There was a rustle of movement behind her, which lead to more whispering from Kristin’s 
part, this time loud enough that Tommy could catch “he can help you-” but not much else. 
Another soft noise from behind her, like fabric against fabric, before Kristin twisted, getting 
up from her sitting position and turning fully around, still whispering. 


Her turning around allowed Tommy to get a glimpse of fabric, pale skin, and a wisp of light- 
colored hair before whatever it was had been hidden again. 


Though Tommy had a pretty good theory as to what it was, and his heart was pounding out of 
his chest just considering the idea of it. 


After a few moments like that, Kristin keeping her back to him and shielding what was 
behind her from him, whispering intensely, she finally withdrew. She glanced back at him for 


a moment, seeming hesitant, but Tommy just smiled in what he hoped was something 
reassuring. 


It must’ve been, because while she didn’t smile back, she did turn back around. The 
movement was stiff and awkward, because she was holding something, but Tommy could 
understand why as soon as he saw it. 


There was... a child. Tommy couldn’t tell if they were a girl or a boy, but he supposed it 
didn’t matter. Their face was half hidden, pushed into Kristin as their one visible eye 
regarded Tommy with what he recognized as fear. 


Their hair was blonde, almost pinkish in tone, and their skin was pale. They were dirty of 
course, and seemed to be in as rough of shape as Kristin was. He couldn’t tell how old they 
were either, a skill he hadn’t been the best at even on earth, and clearly had lost in the years 
since. If he had to guess... four years old? Maybe six? 


“Oh...” was all Tommy could say, half under his breath in a whisper as to not scare them. He 
had expected... not this. Not really. He’d thought it was another person, maybe a kid, but not 
one this young. Younger than he ever was when he got stuck in space. Not one that would 
have little to no memories of Earth when they grew up. 


“This is Micheal,” Kristin said, settling back down into a seated position and holding the 
child in her lap. “I don’t know his pronouns, he doesn’t talk, but I’ve been using he/him and 
he hasn’t protested it.” 


Micheal didn’t say anything, clinging to Kristin like Tommy was about to come in and steal 
him away. He looked terrified, keeping his face pressed into her shirt so Tommy could only 
see the one side of his face. 


“Hi Micheal,” Tommy whispered, still too stunned to form something more than that, he 
lowered himself down until he was eye level with the boy. He shuffled forward, just a step, 
and that made Micheal flinch violently, shutting his eye and turning away, to the point his 
face was almost entirely hidden from Tommy’s view. 


“No, come on,” Kristin whispered, ignoring Tommy, furrowing her brow, and coming up to 
cradle the back of Micheal’s head with her hand. “I told you. He needs to see. He’s going to 
help you.” 


Tommy tilted his head, but other than that didn’t acknowledge what she said. He didn’t 
really know what Kristin was insinuating with saying that. Maybe Micheal was hurt in some 
way? That’s the only thing he could think of, but then again, Tommy was having a hard time 
revolving his head around the fact that a child, a /iteral child, was now stuck in space the 
same as he had been. The same as he still was. But this one was so, so much younger than 
Tommy had ever been out here. 


Micheal was trembling in Kristin’s lap, but didn’t resist as she gently guided his head to turn 
around. Her free hand still cradled him close as she readjusted him, and while Micheal still 
kept his eyes shut tight, Tommy quickly saw the problem. 


There were wounds on the right side of Micheal’s face, partially healed but still seeming red 
and raw. They visually didn’t look like they were infected, other than being slightly inflamed, 
but they were ghastly looking. Deep, not sutured, crusted with scabs that looked like they 
were only barely holding it together. 


The worst part was his eye. 


The gouges in Micheal’s face looked like they were made from claws, sharp and thick. And 
his entire eyelid was... shredded. Tattered and unable to close all the way. Not that it 
mattered. Because his eye was gone. Completely just... gone. The scratches around the 
socket were indicative of a struggle, and that the remover had done so with their hands. 
Without even being careful about it. Not like them being careful would have made this any 
better. 


Anger simmered in Tommy’s chest, starting off as a tiny, flickering flame before surging into 
an inferno of rage. Who would dare? This was a child. An innocent child. Who was forcibly 
abducted from his home, and would never see it again, and they took his eye. 


Tommy would personally hunt down the Vohidrian ship and vaporize it. Though the fuckers 
that did this didn’t deserve a death that quick. 


A small part of him. A jealous, bitter, sad part, wishes that someone would have felt the same 
way for him out here that Tommy was feeling now. Over a child who he’d just met. Tommy 
ignored that part. 


He also kept the fury off of his face. Micheal was already scared, trembling, staring at him 
with his one good, widened, green eye. Tommy didn’t need to scare him more, not when the 
poor boy had been through enough. 


Still, he couldn’t help but creep forward, moving slowly. He didn’t stand up, remaining 
crouched on the floor and using his hands to balance himself as he practically crawled over. 


Micheal didn’t tear his eye away from him, lip wobbling and tears threatening to spill over 
his eyelid. Tommy should have taken that as a sign that this was too close, that he needed to 
move away as to not make things worse, but he found himself just inching closer. Kristin was 
giving him a wary look, hands tightening their grip on Micheal, but she didn’t pull away, nor 
move to hide the boy again. 


He paused within arms reach, Micheal making a small whimpering sound, but saying 
nothing. Kristin didn’t move, and Tommy could see her watching him out of the corner of his 
eye, wary but not hostile. He didn’t dare take his eyes off of Micheal though, off of the 
physical reminder of what had been done to this poor boy. 


Tommy reached forward and cupped Micheal’s cheek, the good one. The one not gouged in 
scars from claws. Stars, his hand was huge against the boy’s head. It was far, far too large 
compared to a boy’s head who couldn’t be any younger than four years old. A single tear 
slipped down and met his hand, and Micheal made a slightly choked noise, but didn’t say 
anything, didn’t pull away. He didn’t... he didn’t seem scared. Not as much as he had been a 
few moments ago. 


His thumb swiped down, along Micheal’s cheekbone, trying to be reassuring. To his surprise, 
Micheal leaned into his palm, skin practically freezing to Tommy’s warm hand. The older 
boy didn’t dare move, his breath hitching in his throat as his eyes flicked to the other, marred 
side of Micheal’s face. 


The anger flared again. Tommy would rip that motherfucker /imb from limb and drag that shit 
out as long as physically possible. He would eviscerate the bastard that did this. That did this 
to a child. A baby. 


Maybe not quite a baby, but still. 


Space made him a bit darker than he would have been on Earth, he must admit. If he’d never 
been abducted, Tommy would have likely gone his entire life without ever taking another 
life. Now, Tommy had the blood of countless people on his hands, people who were warlords, 
enslavers, murderers, power-hungry tyrants and dictators. 


Bad, bad people. 


Bounty hunting wasn’t a bloodless job. 


“T tried to clean it the best I could,” Kristin murmured as Micheal tentatively let go of his 
death grip on her shirt in order to press his hand over Tommy’s, forcing it to stay on his 
cheek. Tommy sucked in another breath, anger receding in a moment, as the boy closed his 
eye and clung to Tommy’s fingers with his own much smaller ones. “I tried my best.” 


Tommy struggled with words, rage still thick in his throat and an emotion he couldn’t name 
burning in his chest. “You did your best,” he somehow managed to get out after a pause. He 
forced himself to look away from Micheal, not daring to move his hand an inch, and meeting 
Kristin’s gaze instead. The wariness was mostly gone, replaced with a level of exhaustion 
that Tommy hadn’t seen in a long, long time. “But we can do better. We can heal him. Clear 
any...” another word he couldn’t name. “Sick,” was all he could think of. 


She still seemed hesitant, though her dark eyes looked so, so tired. “I don’t trust them,” 
Kristin admitted. Tommy could hear the bare truth in her tone, reflected by her weariness. He 
also knew exactly who she was talking about without her having to clarify. 


“You don’t have to,” Tommy reassured her, his voice barely over a whisper. “Just trust me. 
You will never leave this room if you don’t try to beat that kind of thinking. It took me a long 
time to work my way out of mine even when the door was open right in front of me. I had no 
one to help me then, but let me help you.” 


Kristin laughed, soft, almost humorless, glancing down at Micheal before back up at him. 
“You're just a kid,” she said. 


“T was,” he admitted. “A long time ago. When I first got out here. I don’t have the luxury of 
that anymore. Let me help you give him that luxury,” Tommy said, rubbing Micheal’s cheek 
again. “Let us help you do that.” 


Kristin stared at him for a moment, straight into his eyes as if she was searching for 
something. A lie, maybe? Some kind of dishonesty? Whatever she was looking for, she didn’t 
seem to find it, when her face softened slightly. She glanced at Micheal a second later, at how 
he was sat in her lap, one hand fisted in her shirt and the other keeping Tommy’s hand 
pressed to his cheek, eye closed and looking almost... peaceful. 


Then she looked over Tommy’s shoulder. When he followed her gaze, he saw his crew, his 
family, back in view of the door, watching, silent. They must’ve muted their side, because 
Tubbo’s wings were practically vibrating so hard he was about to lift off the ground, and 
Tommy couldn’t hear it. 


Finally, she looked back at him. Wary, unsure, exhausted, and likely in pain despite her 
telling him that she wasn’t. Tommy could only imagine what all had been done to her that she 
was hiding to stay strong and brave in front of the child. It took Kristin another moment. 
Two. 


“Okay.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Howdy. 


Yeah, I know it's been a while. It's certainly not January, as I had originally promised. I 
did end up finishing this chapter in January, though, shortly after my second semester of 
college started, and then about two days later, when I was still editing it, I broke my 
hand. 


It was a pretty bad break. I ended up needing surgery for it, twice, and physical therapy 
for several months. The way I had broken it made typing anything nearly impossible, 
and in the beginning, actually painful, so I decided to put off editing and posting the last 
chapter until I was fully healed. By the time I was fully healed, though, finals were 
coming up, and I was already nearly failing two classes, so I put it off again. 


By the time the semester was over, I was moved out, and all of that, I no longer had the 
motivation to finish editing. I'm not going to lie, trying to motivate myself into posting 
this in general was way more difficult than I thought it would be, and it didn't help that I 
started working a full-time job over the summer to pay for college. 


Well, said job cut me down to part-time last week, so I sat my ass down a couple of days 
ago and finally tackled editing this beast. I didn't do it well, I gotta be honest. This 
chapter was written months ago, I have no idea how my brain wanted this to go 
anymore, so I just tried my best to make it flow a little better and gave up after doing it 
for four hours straight. 


So, yeah. I'm not happy with this. I wish I could've given y'all something better, 
something sooner. I wish I could have written all the scenes that I had intended to, but a 
lot of them were cut just for my own sanity. By a certain point, just posting something to 
finish this fic was more important to me than posting something I actually enjoyed. 


Despite all of that, writing this fic was really enjoyable for me to write. It's the longest 
one I've ever written, both in word count and how long it took me haha. I think it's plot 
first started to form for me back in June 2021, and now it's June 2023. It's wild for me to 
think about, honestly. 


I'm so glad y'all enjoyed this fic, too. I wouldn't have nearly as much motivation to 
finish it if it hadn't been for all of y'all's support. I know it's taken me a while, and I just 
hope you liked its ending. I know it's not the ending y'all would've wanted, but I hope 
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Thank you. For everything. 
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